Pulp FanFiction



FANFICTION (fan-fik-shun) n. 1. Fiction written by fans as an extension 

		of an admired work or series of works, especially a 

		television show, often posted on the Internet or published 

		in fanzines.

2.	Parodies and bastardizations produced by fans as a display of gratitude or ridicule using a film or television work, sometimes using existing characters of a(nother) television show, or featuring the authors themselves.



--------



[INTERIOR of a bustling restaurant of a fancy hotel.  It's kinda like a nice Denny's place, with big wide windows, booths, tables with chairs, and a counter/buffet with the kitchen behind it.  The time is set around a little past 9 in the morning.  Though the place isn't packed, there are many run of the mill, though eclectic, characters and people that sit around at the various tables to eat.



Sitting at one of them is a MOON GIRL, known as LITTLE SERENITY, whose white-blonde hair is free, flows down to her sides and onto the floor.  She's young and attractive, more so in her silvery moon princess gown.  She's got a tier at her side, which she seems to guard with her life.



Across from her is her partner, a YOUNG MAN named ZACH KAISER.  He's got brown hair and blue eyes.  He looks pretty average, compared to his female cohort, what with him wearing a loose blue T-shirt and black sweatpants.  The only thing noticeable about him is the gold sheathed and gilt (another fancy word for gold) hilted sword at his side.



ZACH starts to talk, and his cohort rises to the occasion to verbally counter him.]



Zach:  *animated and rapidly* I'm telling ya Serenity, after this... this'll be it.  We're through doing this crap.



Serenity:  Zach, you always say that: "Never again; I'm through; it's too dangerous."



Zach:  Yeah, I always say that.  This time, I mean it.



Serenity:  But you always forget.



Zach:  I'm not gonna forget this time.



Serenity:  You know what you sound like?



Zach:  I sound like a fucking sensible man, that's what I sound like.



Serenity:  You sound like a duck; quack, quack, quack...



[The two stop talking and they laugh, a welcome break in conversation.  ZACH KAISER waves down a passing waitress.]



Zach:  Garcon!  Some more tea for the lady!



Serenity:  So, what do you have in mind?



Zach:  We're taking this place.  See, we can't just come into this place and start charging people money for some cock-eyed service.  I mean, betting booths, fighting arenas, go cart races; who cares?!  We gotta get to the real gold of the matter-



Serenity:  Hostage situation.



Zach:  Bingo.  You’re a smart girl, Serenity.  You see, we don’t need all that.  Basically, we’re taking the same risk as robbing a bank.



Serenity:  We’re robbing this place?



Zach:  No, no.  We’re holding it hostage.  See, we come in here under the threat of taking out the entire place.  Shit, some people here are totally indestructible, but the building is not.  We even break a single window, there’ll be hell to pay from the management.



Serenity:  So why break anything?��Zach:  *exasperated* We’re not going to destroy anything.  We're gonna threaten to destroy the building.  See here, this place is insured.  And you know how insurance is through the roof on this place nowadays, what with the tight budget, chaos factor, and all.  You start making some noise, the big wigs upstairs throw a fit and they'll do anything to stop you from ruining the franchise!



Serenity:  *realizing* Ah... We'd get a lot of cash just to stop...



Zach:  Bingo.  And you know, you got a whole lotta authors with extra coinage lying around in their whatever space...



Serenity:  That's a whole lotta interdimensional wallets.  Pretty smart.



Zach:  You ready?



Serenity:  Ready.



Zach:  Remember, you're crowd control, I handle the employees.



[ZACH reaches for his golden sword, the AQUASOUL, and SERENITY pulls out her MOON TIER.  They lay their weapons on the table.]



Serenity:  *disgusted* Ugh... this isn't where we kiss and say we love each other, do we?



Zach:  *smirks* I was looking forward to kissing a pretty lady.



Serenity:  *smirks back* Shove off, you jerk.



Zach:  Was worth a try.  Good luck.



Serenity:  Good luck to you too.



[ZACH hops onto the table, brandishing the unsheathed Aquasoul.  He's calm, cool and collected.  SERENITY holds her Moon Tier out defensively, showing that she's all business.]



Zach:  Alright everybody, be cool!  This is a hostage taking!



Serenity:  None of you move!  Or I'll blow this place to the next three dimensions!





CREDIT SEQUENCE {SOUNTRACK: MISIRLOU by Dick Dale and the Deltones}



Pulp FanFiction



CAST (IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE)

Zach Kaiser - Keanu Reeves

Little Serenity - Julia Stiles

Artful - Ben Affleck

Adam Pulver - Matt Damon

Black Phoenix - Tom Welling

Alan Capello - Ethan Hawke

Globie - Jet Li

Chromus - Jeremy Irons

Persona - Dwane Johnson�Thinker - James Spader

Star Otaku - Lexa Doig

Val - Linda Cardellini

AshLillymon - Jodie Foster

D Marco - Quentin Tarantino

Professor Kale - Christopher Walken

Joy Mills - Kate Winslet

Arcanite - Eliza Dushku

S@m - Shannyn Sossamon

The Miko (Mei Hanaiki) - Jennifer Lopez

Freedom Fighter - Jason Lee





[As MISIRLOU fades off and the credits FADE TO BLACK, FADE IN to the INTERIOR of a moving vehicle.  It's morning, and the scenery through the windows is that of dense jungle terrain.  Behind the wheel is a handsome young BLONDE MAN, with his hair in some sort of mushroom cut, wearing glasses and a black suit, white shirt, and thin black tie hanging down the front.  Beside him is an AUBURN MAN, who's in starkly different attire.  He wears a red shinobi (ninja) gi (a la Mortal Kombat's Sub Zero), and a headband is tied before up in the back over his short yet spiky brown/red hair.  The BLONDE MAN is ADAM PULVER, and the AUBURN MAN is ARTFUL.]



Arpulver:  So, tell me more about CrapBoardia.



Artful:  What do you want to know?



Arpulver:  Why's it a town turned upside-down?��Artful:  The town is a well of corruption and bastardization.  Got something to do with the faulty foundation or being built on some burial ground... that kinda messed up shit.  That it?



Arpulver:  I dunno... just tell me if the things I hear are true.



Artful:  Well, it's just the little things.  I mean, you've got Tai Kamiya, you know him as the loveable, strong-willed leader.  Well, now he's Taichi Yagami, and he's this dumb porn jockey.  I mean, he just sits behind the counter of some porn shop, hawking tapes and toys!



Arpulver:  *laughs* Holy shit!  Okay, okay, what about... uh... that American Digidestined.  Michael, yeah.



Artful:  Get this- the guy's the fucking devil!  He's rampantly bi!  This guy is like defamating the peep show booths and everything!  Can't take a simple walk without stepping in someone's puddle of spunk.



Arpulver:  Pretty much, they 02 and 01 gang are a bunch of sick fucks that hang around a porn shop all day?



Artful:  Pretty much.



Arpulver:  What about the Tamers?



Artful:  I dunno, I didn't go into the gun shop.



[CUT TO BLACK; move to INTERIOR of the car's trunk.  View of ARTFUL and ARPULVER peering in and then taking out an assortment of firearms.]



Arpulver:  How many we got in there?



Artful:  Counting our man... we've got around two.



Arpulver:  *sighs* We shouldn't have brought guns for this.



[The two slam the trunk close, leaving the screen BLACK.



CUT TO a LONG VIEW of the hallway of some hotel, with rows of numbered doors on each side and elevator doors at one end.  The numbers over the lift doors flash as they move on up, and then there's a ding, and the doors open.  ARTFUL and ADAM are step out and begin walking down the hall.]



Arpulver:  So why're you asking about her anyways?



Artful:  Well... you see, after this assignment, our employer asked me to make a delivery to her.  And besides, it's no big secret, what with my sweet spot for cute girls in fukus...



Arpulver:  Ah, planning on taking her out on the town, I suppose?



Artful:  Right.  And... maybe taking something else from her. *waggles his eyebrows* Little bit of lace and cotton, if ya get my drift.



Arpulver:  You better be careful as to what you take from her... not without our employer's approval.



Artful:  Pardon?



Arpulver:  You know this prankster, the one behind these thefts?  Seems that this mofo had the gall to slip out from under Miss Otaku's nose her precious little lunch bag while she was visiting.  And that's why we're here.



Artful:  Now, tell me what the job and this date have to do with going after some thief's ass?  Aside from me returning her bag after we get it.



Arpulver:  See, our employer still is protective of our dear Star.  Look at her - who wouldn't be?  She's like the little sister you've just gotta watch over.  Pretty much, you fuck with her, ergo you fuck with him, therefore, you're basically fucked over.



Artful:  *defensive* Now, now.  Taking her panties and taking her bag are two different things!



Arpulver:  Still the same ballpark.



Artful:  Simple purse-snatching and... snatch-cover snatching are two completely different things!  Not the same ballpark, not even the same fucking sport!



Arpulver:  That thing is just as much an intimate part of her, just like her underwear.  An identifiable author item is like underwear; comes in distinct designs and colours, and it's got that whole inner security and practicality to it.  Taking it away is like making them naked and vulnerable!



Artful:  That's bullshit.



Arpulver:  Tell me, you take a lot of girl's panties?



Artful:  *offended* What do you mean if I've just taken "a lot"?  I am the buru-sera master!



Arpulver:  You really good?



Artful:  Got a technique down and everything.



Arpulver:  You take a lot of guys' underwear too?



Artful:  *knowing he's been set up* Fuck you.



Arpulver:  Oh c'mon!  Tell me!



Artful:  Fuck you.



Arpulver:  *teasing* Ya know, after this, I was gonna ask you to come over and help me with a load of laundry, but I don't think I can trust you.



Artful:  Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you.



[ART brusquely walks faster than his partner, who jogs a bit to keep up with him.  The two of them arrive at a door.  CAMERA ANGLE is behind the two of them, so that the door is seen between their heads.]



Arpulver:  Let's get into character, Mr. Red.



Artful:  Is it time, Mr. Blonde?



Arpulver:  *looks at his watch* Clock says 7:00.  Should be.



[At that, the door opens, revealing a young black haired boy wearing a red t-shirt with the picture of a black phoenix on it and cargo jeans.]



B. Phoenix:  *whispers* You two are right on time. *aloud* Uh... come on in.



[Staying in character, the pair push their way past BLACK PHOENIX and enter the hotel room.



PAN TO the man sitting on the lone bed in the room.  It's the thief, ALAN CAPELLO; he's a dirty blonde average looking man who has a bit of sinister air about him.  But that's not important, because he looks like he's in way over his head.]



Al:  *nervously* Hello...



Arpulver:  Well, well, if it isn't our old friend?  How are you today?



[AL sits there quietly, and ART glares at him.]



Artful:  The man just asked you a question; it'd be polite if you answered him.



Al:  F-f-fine.  Just fine.



Arpulver:  Good.  Let me ask you another question, if you'd be so kind as to answer us.  Do you know who we are?



Al:  You're associates with Mr. Globie.



Arpulver:  Check out the big brain on Al!  Now, one more question. *point blank* Where's the bag?



B. Phoenix:  It's in the-



Artful:  I don't remember him asking you anything.



Al:  It... it's in the drawer on the nightstand.



[ARTFUL makes his way around the bed to the drawer and opens it up.  He takes out what they've been looking for.  The elusive lunch bag.  It's rectangular and made of black cloth, with a grey handle.]



Artful:  Got it.



[He unzips it and opens it up to look inside.  His eyes are transfixed by what he sees as he's bathed in a golden light.]



Arpulver:  Are we happy?



[No answer from the mesmerized ART.]



Arpulver:  I said, are we happy?



Artful:  *zipping it close* Yeah, yeah, we're happy.



Al:  Uh, hey, Mr. Pulver, got your name... what with the, ah, unpleasant business we got involved in before... but, what's your friend's name?



Artful:  Joe.  And you ain't getting outta this, ya mofo.



[AL flinches visibly at that retort.  He knows his ass is fried.]



Arpulver:  I don't think we need to explain what's next.  So I leave you with a few words of comfort from Ruri Hoshino.  "Baka, baka."



[SWIVEL to show ARTFUL and ARPULVER standing side by side in front of AL; the back of whose head can be seen.  The two whip out their .45s and empty their clips into him.  When the smoke clears, AL's bullet ridden carcass topples out of the frame, leaving it empty save for our two hit men.]



*	*	*



[TITLE CARD against black.]



A DATE WITH DESTINY



*	*	*



{SOUNTRACK: Acoustic instrumental version of DENY by Default, which fades off entirely after a few minutes.}



[FADE IN to the interior of some empty bar.  Almost empty.  The bartender stands behind the bar, cleaning glasses.  Sitting at one of the tables, across from each other is a BRUTE MAN, with dark brown hair and blue eyes, wearing casual clothing of jeans and a t-shirt.  He sits across a black haired man, who is everyone's boss, GLOBIE.  The view is only from the back of GLOBIE's head, but tilted enough for CHROMUS to be seen from over his shoulder.]



Globie:  I think you're gonna find, when all this crap is done and over with, you're gonna find yourself one smiling Brit.  You've got talent, but sadly, talent doesn't last.  That's a hard fact of life you're gonna hafta learn.  Now, if you won this match, where would you end up?  FF.Net Wrestling Champion?  I doubt that alone will land you some fic credibility in this place.



[CUT TO GLOBIE's hand atop an envelope filled with money.  He pushes it across the table to CHROMUS.  CUT BACK to the view before.]



Globie:  Here's some compensation for the slight sting you're going to feel.  Sure, your pride is going to take a few bruises, but bruises heal.  Me manually ripping your lower intestine out through your asshole doesn't.  So, we got a deal?��[CHROMUS looks down at the money before him and considers the money or the pain.  He opens his mouth to speak, and he has a neat British accent.]



Chromus:  I got no problem with that.



Globie:  Good.  Your ass goes down in the fifth.  Now, say it!



Chromus:  *emotionlessly* My arse goes down in the fifth.



[GLOBIE's attention is called away when there's the sound of the buff silver haired bartender, PERSONA, calling to the newcomers.]



Persona:  Well if it isn't our man Artful, back from the abyss!  Git your ass down over here!



[CUT TO a wide pan of the establishment, from the door to the bar itself.  ARTFUL and ARPULVER are walking in, dressed up in oversized T-shirts and Bermuda shorts.  ARTFUL still has the bag in hand and he looks over to ARP, exchanging a few short words before he goes.]



Artful:  Mr. Blonde, been a pleasure doing business with you.



Arpulver:  The same can be said here Mr. Red.  Now, it's time to toil away for the Alliance; I've got some projects to finish up.  Have fun tonight.



Artful:  Don't worry, I will.



[The two wave goodbye at each other and then ARP leaves the frame.  PAN TO and ZOOM IN on ARTFUL tiredly leaning against the bar while PERSONA continues to set aside some glasses and prepare the drinks.]



Persona:  How's about a coffee?



Artful:  Naw, I'm good.  Just really stressed and really pissed. *looks back* What's with the boss?



Persona:  Finishing some business. *beat* So... heard about your delivery.



Artful:  *holds up the bag* This?  It was a success, to let you know.



Persona:  You going to chance anything?



Artful:  If the mood is right. *smiles slyly*



Persona:  *quirks an eyebrow* You have met the girl, right?



Artful:  Of course I have!  It's not like I'm going to jump her the first night.  I was just making male chauvinistic suggestive conversation.



Persona:  *mocking* Oo... woman, me screw! *normal* You'll be a gentleman then?



Artful:  *holds up his right hand* I'll put the finishing schools to shame.



[CHROMUS moves up to the bar and stands by ARTFUL.  ART glances at the newcomer beside him, as some people are wont to look at people they don't know.]



Chromus:  *to Persona* Can I have a soda?



Persona:  Diet or regular?



Chromus:  Regular.



[PERSONA shuffles off, leaving CHROMUS to notice ARTFUL's speculation.  He gets on the defensive, what with the whole irrational trigger for male territoriality being made upon eye contact.]



Chromus:  See something interesting, mate?



Artful:  I ain't your mate, git.



Chromus:  Pardon me?



Artful:  You heard me, wanker.



[ARTFUL nonchalantly turns his head away to look straight ahead at the bar's drink assortment.  CHROMUS considers getting one more cutting word in, or at least a small display of his Anger-space, but is stopped when he sees GLOBIE approaching in the bar's wide mirror.  The view of the boss's face is still obscured as some of the bottles are lined in the field of vision.



CUT TO ARTFUL turning around, just so his back is seen and the boss is approaching, face still obscured.  ART's arm is extended as he and the boss share a handshake then engage in almost muted conversation.]



Globie:  You got it?



Artful:  *holds up bag* Yup.



Globie:  Good.  Now, I'd do it myself, but I've got some duties to attend to.  Remember what you say when you make the delivery.



Artful:  Some kind Samaritan dropped it off at the front desk. *beat* I take it she wouldn't be too pleased if she found out what really happened?



Globie:  Let's say my method of getting rid of things that annoy me doesn't bode well with her.



[CUT BACK TO CHROMUS, who has witnessed the scene decides to reign in his anger.  His attention is called back as PERSONA places the can of soda in front of him.  Grabbing his cold beverage, CHROMUS gives one more glance just as he leaves the frame.  It ain't over.]



*	*	*



[DISSOLVE into a lab, filled with multi-media stereoscopic equipment.  PAN AROUND to a secluded corner of the lab, where we see ARTFUL (back in his red gi) and another young man standing by a ridiculously normal sized TV compared to the big screens in the lab.  ZOOM IN on the pair.  This other young man, worthy of college age, he has curly brown hair, slight mustache, and a goatee; one could call him a BEATNIK just based on the goatee, but it's a far cry from who he is.  This intelligent man is THINKER.  He's dressed in a vintage anime t-shirt, either Ranma 1/2 or Speed Racer, capped off with some comfortable jeans.]



Artful:  *holds up some DVD cases* Tell me more about these. *joking* You say you got them all from Japan?



Thinker:  They're all from Japan, smartass.  But if you want distributors, I'm a bit lost on names. *takes one* The Evangelion, I can't guarantee for much.  It's pretty much any starter's choice, but it's your choice to stick with it or not in the long run.  Remember, it's just something for beginners.



Artful:  I know about the EVA.  I'm not a simpleton.



[THINKER goes on in his spiel of dub/sub trafficking, and ARTFUL nods along in agreement as he evaluates each product.]



Thinker:  *holds up another case* This is Serial Experiments Lain.  It's got existentialist crap and philosophical content.  Pretty deep, confusing at times, but I guarantee a good mindfuck nonetheless.  But this, *takes a case* this is the biggest mindfuck of all.  Kite.  It's got your angst, your sex, your gore.  It comes in either sub or dub, and director's cut for each.



Artful:  Look, I just came from CB and there have been suggestions of better mindfucks than this.  I mean, what about Cowboy Bebop?  Or Trigun?



Thinker:  Bebop and Trigun?  They're the same repackaged crap of space cowboys.  Who are you going to trust?  A bunch of crappy sub-downloading misfits or a clean cut college English major with all the connections?



Artful:  I think I'll go with you.  I just got paid today, so I'm feeling generous.



Thinker:  *sarcastic* I'm flattered.



Artful:  Gimme the Kite, subbed and uncut.



Thinker:  Deal.



[ARTFUL gives THINKER the money which is a wad big enough to choke a horse, and it is exchanged for a plain burned and unlabeled CD in a clear plastic case.  The case is handed over to him.]



Artful:  You mind if I uh... view this here?



Thinker:  Me casa, su casa.



Artful:  *salutes* Muchos gracias.



[THINKER leaves the frame, with only ARTFUL and the normal TV there.  CUE TO a CLOSE UP of the case being opened - DISSOLVE to the disk being taken out and placed into the machine - DISSOLVE to the images on the screen dancing in ARTFUL's eyes.  FADE TO BLACK.]



*	*	*



[FADE IN to a LONG VIEW down another hotel hallway with elevator doors at the end.  Pretty patterned wallpaper lines the hall, and the floor is colourfully carpeted.  The faint sound of a bell dinging is heard, and the elevator doors open to reveal ARTFUL with a black cape draped over him.  He has the bag in hand, as if it were like a briefcase.  He steps out and walks along the hall with a bit of a swagger, indicating he is either mildly drunk or dazed.  He counts the doors on the right side, finally stopping at the fifth one.



CUT TO the door, which has a note hanging from it.  ART's hand enters the frame to seize the note, and the view goes with the note.  ZOOM IN to read the note.]



Star:  *voiceover* "Hiya Artful!  Come on in and make yourself comfortable.  You can even raid the mini-bar. ^_^  Star Otaku."



[CUT TO ANTERIOR VIEW of ARTFUL pocketing the note and letting himself inside.  SIDE VIEW of him just entering the door into the hotel room and swivel around to his POINT OF VIEW.



It isn't just some hotel room, it's a pretty decent looking suite.  The basic amenities of any suite include the mini-bar beside the big screen TV and DVD player.  A big comfy couch is parked right in front of the oak cabinet, which is opened to reveal the entertainment centre, with a coffee table placed in-between.  Behind the couch is a sliding window that leads to the balcony, and to the right of this entire area is a tiny hall which has 3 doors: the bathroom, the closet, the bedroom.



CUT BACK as ARTFUL scans the place and whistles lowly.  It's chic.  His attention is then turned to he catches a glimpse of his hostess zipping from the bathroom to the bedroom.  She apologetically calls out as she cracks the bedroom door open.]



Star:  I'll be with you in a minute!  I'm sorry I'm running a little late!



Artful:  *calling out* It's okay!  I'll wait here.



Star:  Thanks!  There's some music in the player if you're interested.



[Being polite and taking her offer, ART mosies on over and just presses play.  A surreal rock tune fills the room.  He glances at the door one last time as it completely shuts.  Shrugging, he places the retrieved lunch bag on the coffee table.]



{SOUNTRACK: VELOURIA performed by Weezer; original by The Pixies.}



[INTERIOR of STAR's bedroom.  It's dark inside, so we can barely see her, but her outline shows she's petite.  BEHIND VIEW of her upper body, bathed in dim light as she sits before another TV set.  She shrugs over her bra strapped shoulders her shirt and buttons it up.  She leans over and presses a button on the TV, and the snowy static changes to the seizure-inducing colours and shapes of a magical girl transformation sequence.



DISSOLVE TO her eyes, taking in the images and reflecting off her rectangular framed glasses.  Then DISSOLVE to her lips as they curl into a smile.



CUT BACK to ARTFUL sitting on the couch and enjoying the music just as the lyrics start up, but they're cut off.  He abruptly gets up and whirls around in a defensive stance, but instead faces STAR, who is leaning against the bedroom doorframe, holding a remote in her hand.]



Star:  Sorry to surprise you.



[Now STAR appears completely.  She's a petite girl with neck long dark blue/black hair parted to the right side.  It has a bit of a wave, so one side curls in and the other curls out.  Along with her glasses, she wears a light blue button up shirt and a pleated royal blue fuku skirt.  It's plain to see that she's kawaii and meek enough to render any man helpless.  No wonder no one wants any harm to come to her.



Acting like a gentleman, ARTFUL relaxes and stands upright in her presence.]



Star:  *walking towards him* You can sit down now.



Artful:  I prefer to stand.



Star:  What a coincidence, me too.



Artful:  I have a delivery to make.  I found this in the lost and found.



[STAR is now just in front of ARTFUL, and she looks down at her lunch bag on the table.  She picks it up and happily hugs it to her chest.]



Star:  You brought it back!  I was so worried that it was stolen!



Artful:  *almost brooding* Some people still have a sense of decency in this world.



[STAR then drops her hands to her sides, the bag clutched by the strap in her right hand.]



Star:  Pardon?



Artful:  *normal* It was in the lost and found and I thought I'd give it back.  Anyone who can't recognize that this is your bag should... be shot between the eyes.



Star:  *oblivious to the joke* I wouldn't take it take far, but thank you.



Artful:  I was thinking that as a show of gratitude, you'd let me take you out for a night on the town.



Star:  *smiles* I can't say no to a cute face.  Where to?



Artful:  Persona's Fourth Wall branch downstairs. *smiles* I know the owner.



Star:  *half-joking/half-serious* What a coincidence, me too!  Let's go!



*	*	*



[FRONT VIEW of STAR and ARTFUL walking down the hall together.  FOCUS on them at all times.  She has her arm looped around his, and he escorts her like a gentleman would.]



Star:  I'd like to know a little more about my dear hero.



Artful:  Okay, but only if I get to ask you in return.



Star:  Deal.  Why the ninja get-up?



Artful:  It's cool.  Plus, my real self seems to have a fondness for video games and RPGs of his youth.  Now you; why the bag?



Star:  Well, my real self beat up some boy over the head with this until he cried.



Artful:  You vicious little kitten!



[WHIRLAROUND; STEADYCAM FOCUS still on them as they enter the elevator and turn around to face the door.  It closes in on them and they watch the numbers as they continue talking.]



Star:  You normally go around taking innocent little girls to nightclubs?



Artful:  I'd go for the leggy blondes, but they always turn me down.



Star:  *giggles* Okay.  Your name.  Where'd it come from?



Artful:  My real self is a literature buff.  Took it from Dickens, with the Artful Dodger and whatnot.  You?



Star:  A hybrid of my real self's love of anime and science fiction.  Pretty funny that both are sometimes put together.



[The bell dings again, and the doors open, bathing multi-coloured light on their faces.  The two step out of the lift.]



*	*	*



[INTERIOR of the FOURTH WALL BAR AND GRILL.  It seems the place has been divvied up ever since it was empty in the morning.  There's a circular section cleared out in the middle, supposedly the dance floor.  Surrounding it are tables filled with people.  Anime characters and even a few cosplayers dressed up as convincing facsimiles of anime characters are bussing each table.  Most are girls, provided for fanservice: REI AYANAMI in her plugsuit, a few SAILOR SCOUTS, the odd GUNDAM WING PILOT here or there.  To the back of the dancefloor is the bar, with a few customers lined up and at the ready.



DOLLY AROUND back to STAR and ARTFUL as they wait in the foyer to be serviced.  That's when KENTARO (from Love Hina) approaches them and takes them to their seats.]



Kentaro:  *smoothly* I am Sakata Kentaro, and I'll be your waiter this evening.



[KENTARO hands them some menus and stands aside, waiting to take down their orders.]



Star:  *perusing* Hm... call me a simple gal, but I'll just go with the cheese fries and an... iced tea.  Raspberry flavoured!  You?



Artful:  I'm not hungry.



Kentaro:  *writing down* Only for the lady.



[Quickly jotting down STAR's order, KENTARO gathers their menus and leaves.  The two turn in their seats, taking in more of the place.  They see some more spectacles about.  A stressed looking college aged girl, with a long chestnut braid (VAL) is winding down with a drink, and a few empty glasses from before show just how much winding down she needs.  A MATT waiter moves from table to table, but seems to dawdle among the tables with obvious fangirls.]



Star/Artful:  Whaddya think?



[Both stop at their timing and she giggles while he gives a low chuckle.  Their laughter dies down and they just sit there, drinking in each other's presence.



A bit unnerved by the silence, ARTFUL shrugs off his cape and reaches for the sugar packets in the holder, right between the salt and pepper shakers.  He grabs 3 of them and rips them open, pouring the sucrose right on a big pile in the middle of his palm.  He starts to close his fist all around it and bangs it against the table.



STAR watches him, a bit perplexed, but realizes that when he opens up his hand, there's a perfectly formed candy stick.]



Star:  That's pretty neat!  I never took you to be a sugar pusher.



Artful:  Any author's basic staple.



Star:  You... you think you can make one for me... sempai?



Artful:  You can have mine, kouhai.



[ART hands her his rolled sugar stick and she tucks it back behind her ear.]



Star:  Arigatou!  I'll have this one for dessert.



[The sudden sound effect of a jet roaring catches everyone's attention, and an attractive woman in an old-fashioned racing helmet and peach Marylin Munroe-esque dress runs to the middle of the dance floor.  Some kind of wind swirls around her, making her skirt billow into the air.  She places her hands over her skirt to keep it from blowing all the way up.]



Fanservice Lady:  *giggles* Oh my!  It's so windy today!



[Patrons clap appreciatively at the recreation of a scene right outta anime.



Back to STAR and ARTFUL.]



Star:  Heard you just moved into CB.  It's a relatively small town and I haven't seen you!



Artful:  Well, you know, just moseying about to get settled and then leaving town for a bit.  I haven't found a place to stay.



Star:  I'm the co-owner of a quaint bed and breakfast.  You can stay there for a bit, till ya get on your feet, if ya like.



Artful:  Thank you kindly.



Star:  How're you finding it?  I never thought some kinda upstanding guy like you would find haven there.



Artful:  Well, not me.  But my other personalities would.



Star:  And by other personalities, you mean a bunch of kug-crazy freaks?  You can tell me, I wouldn't mind. *smiles*



Artful:  *sheepishly* Yeah.  I mean, I'm still a guy.  I have the same urges as any other human being.  But, tell me, I've noticed that the girls in CB guard their underwear with much more vigilance.



Star:  *sighs* Damned pervert Numemon.  I get a bad rap in the town cause of him.



Artful:  *laughs* So I heard; you are the so-called "Star Porn Thief" I keep hearing about!  You got any on you?



Star:  *angrily* Oh!  Shut up fuckhead!  I hate that stupid name and I hate that stupid liar!



[STAR crosses her arms and pouts, quite upset.  ARTFUL just looks surprised at her outburst of profanity.  He pushed a button.]



Artful:  *apologetic* I'm sorry Star-chan.



Star:  *softens* I like that.  Star-chan sounds better than Porn Thief.



Artful:  I guess I ruined any chance of getting your underwear outta gratitude, huh?



Star:  *blushes* Naw, I don't think so.  I'd have to know you a lot better; aside from being an acquaintance.



[The two sit there in silence, a bit unsure if acquaintance is the right word to describe them.  Mutual friends would have been a better term, so they both sit and mull over that.  After the uncomfortable silence-]



Star/Artful:  I wonder where the food is?



[The two laugh again at their second jinx for the night.]



Artful:  We are so in tune.



Star:  I like being in tune with a person.



Artful:  Ergo, you like me.



Star:  You silver tongued devil! *beat* Listen, since we've got a pretty good rapport with each other, don't mind me, but I've gotta go to the little ladies' room.



[She gets up from her seat and leaves the frame, with only ART in his seat.  He looks around himself, a bit bored now that she's gone.



CUT TO the interior of the women's bathroom sink.  Suddenly, STAR's head jerks up, shoujo bubbles in her eyes as she enjoys a bit of an anime rush and she sighs in contentment.



CUT BACK TO ARTFUL sitting in his seat, watching over STAR's food which has just been delivered.  He's just in the process of rolling up another candy stick as STAR returns to her seat, and she grins widely like she's on something.  She looks down, and just as quickly, she frowns.]



Star:  They forgot the ketchup.



Artful:  I never knew ketchup went well with cheese fries.  I don't usually eat that stuff, but... one topping is best left as one topping.



Star:  Ketchup goes with anything!  I mean, you hate fried SPAM or that dry meatloaf?  Eat it with some ketchup!  Bacon in the morning boring?  Ketchup!



[STAR reaches into her lunch bag and pulls out a bottle.  She proceeds to drown her cheese fries in ketchup while ARTFUL looks on in amazement.  She takes one long yellow drenched fry and swirls it around the red goop.  She holds it out in offering to ARTFUL, who takes it tentatively and pops it into his mouth.  He chews for a bit before his eyes widen in pleasant surprise.]



Artful:  I never knew. *quickly* Lemme fetch the waiter to get some for myself.



Star:  No, no. *smiles* I don't mind sharing. *joking* Don't worry, I got all my cootie shots, poopyhead.



[With the invitation open, he dips his hand onto her plate once in a while in the conversation to take a fry or two or steal a sip of her drink.]



Artful:  *making conversation* I can't believe they forgot the ketchup.  I guess even if they do have cheese, it's still a staple to have ketchup with your fries... Why'd we have to get Kentaro's section?  We could've done just fine in Sailor Mercury's section.  They've got two of them.



[ARTFUL's POV.  Two blue haired girls with similar boyish cuts are walking around the tables.  One in a sailor fuku and the other in a karate gi.  They seem so similar to each other it's difficult to diffuse them and to the genuine article that it's hard to tell if they're cosplayers or just the originals.]



Star:  No, the one in the gi is Akane from Ranma 1/2.  You're not much of an otaku if you can't get your cute blue haired girls right.



Artful:  *looking at her* I only see one that stands out from the rest.



Star:  *blushes* We seem to be sharing a few moments here.



Artful:  *sadly* I'd hate to ruin it by offending you any further.



Star:  Offend me further?  Good sir, I was just joking around earlier.  I have a strange knack for seeming serious when I'm only joking.  I guess I should've been an actress.



Artful:  Yeah...



Star:  *back on track* You're not getting away that easy!  Tell me, what was it that you were going to say that may or may not have offended me?



Artful:  Well... what can you tell me about the old nemesis, Al Capello?



Star:  *recollecting* Disgruntled reporter person; more like Globie's nemesis among many others.  Last I heard, he turned up in the hotel hospital today.



Artful:  One could say that he's now dead in the morgue.  Another would say that he's dead because he was a thief.  And one more would say he's dead because he stole something of yours.  Namely, that precious lunch bag.



Star:  *quirks an eyebrow* Really?  I thought you said you found it.



Artful:  *shrugs* I did, in his hotel room right before he got whacked.



Star:  *looks down* Oh.  This doesn't sit well with me.



Artful:  *nervous* You wouldn't be telling my employer about this, would you?



Star:  No!  No, I wouldn't dream of it.



Artful:  Anyways, I was getting to this - you seem like a decent young lady, why get caught up in this unpleasant business?



Star:  *shrugs* *sadly* If by unpleasant business you mean the tactics Mr. Globie seems to employ on annoyances, I don't think it's my business to get involved, but I just seem to get dragged in regardless by association.  I'm just an innocent victim.  Dunno why I get picked on.  I'm not really an aggressive spirit.  Only act like one when I need to be and only when I want to have some fun.



Artful:  Ah, you've got that victim tone about you.  Some people can easily sense it and take advantage of your good nature; that's why you're caught up in this never-ending loop of a non-standard abusive relationship between you and Globie.  He takes advantage of you, ergo, you feel bad because you want to retaliate.  You've gotta stop reacting to each other. *catches himself* I hope you aren't uncomfortable; I have a strange tendency to psycho-analyze.



Star:  *looks at him* Not at all! *amused* In fact, I'm a little intrigued by your honesty and insight.



[At that moment, the owner of the bar, PERSONA, stands in the middle of the dance floor, the spotlight on him.  CUT TO a FRONT VIEW of him as he calls attention.]



Persona:  Hey there!  How's everyone doing for our Jack Cabbit Slims theme?  Tonight, the Fourth Wall would like to present its first ever dance-off!  Prepare to go free-style against our house dancers, against yourselves, or maybe have a go on the DDR machines!



[CUT BACK TO STAR and ARTFUL.  STAR jerks her head to the side while waggling her eyebrows and smiles, indicating that she wants to give it a go.]



Artful:  I don't dance.



Star:  Don't be such a *holds up her lunch bag*



Artful:  Don't be such a bag?



Star:  No.  A sack.  Specifically, a Balzac.



Artful:  *winces* Oh... a genital insult under the guise of a famous writer's name.  You are good.



Star:  Hey, I have just collected some serious blackmail-worthy material on you.  If you don't want me blabbing this to my ex-partner, namely your boss, then you'll do what I want. *smiles* And I wanna dance.



[She steps out of her chair and grabs his hand, and proceeds to drag him out onto the dance floor.  FRONT VIEW of PERSONA, with STAR and ARTFUL coming up from the rear.  They both stand to as a couple to his side.  PERSONA shoots ARTFUL a look of recognition and smiles.]



Persona:  We've got our first two contestants.  Names please?



Star:  Star Otaku.



Artful:  Artful.



[At the first name being quite recognized, a cheer goes up among the patrons.  The two stand toe to toe to each other, and lock eyes just as the music starts up.]



{SOUNDTRACK: BOOGIE WOOGIE NO. 5 by Puffy Ami Yumi.  A cute and fluffy hybrid of J-Pop and swing music.}



[CAMERA CIRCLES as the two start to twist, shake, and boogie down with each other.  STAR dances like she's a kitten ready to play, and ARTFUL plays Mr. Cool.  They're not doing too shabby, what they have in their awkwardness, they make up for in chemistry and timing.  They really are in tune to each other.  They're taking every opportunity the music presents to get physically close and execute a few jumps, dips, and tosses.



FADE TO BLACK as the camera continues to CIRCLE the dancing couple up to the fading of the song at its end.]



*	*	*



[FADE INTO the same LONG VIEW of the hallway.  The elevator dings again, and the doors open, with STAR and ARTFUL stepping out and dancing cheek to chest, what with the height difference, to STAR's door.  They both have candy sticks protruding from their lips; they look like cigarettes.



CUT TO SIDE VIEW, INTERIOR of STAR's suite.  They continue to dance their way inside, laughing and having a good time.  They collapse together in a heap on the couch, just catching their breath.]



Star:  I can't believe we did that.



Artful:  We didn't win, but it was all in good fun. *getting up* If you don't mind, I'm gonna use your bathroom.



Star:  Just remember to leave the toilet seat down.



[ARTFUL leaves the frame, leaving STAR on the couch.  She takes his cloak just resting there and drapes it over herself as a blanket.



CUT TO ARTFUL in the bathroom, washing his hands and looking in the mirror.]



Artful:  I'm a perfect gentleman, a perfect gentleman...



[CUT TO STAR wrapping the cloak tighter around herself.  Something falls out with a clatter and she bends from her seat to pick it up.  It's an unlabeled disk.  She pops the candy stick into her mouth completely and chews down on it as she opens the packaging.]



Star:  Sempai, you've been holding out on me!



[CUT BACK TO ARTFUL wiping off his hands.  He takes the candy stick out of his mouth and pops it back in, finishing it off.



CUT BACK TO STAR putting the disk in the player and turning on the entertainment system.



FADE TO BLACK.



FADE IN on STAR's face, looking deadpan and catatonic.  A hand reaches in to grasp her by the chin and tilt her head.  Slight drool runs down the side of her mouth.]



Artful:  *off-screen* Oh shit.



*	*	*



[SCENE CHANGE to ARTFUL with STAR in his arms, kicking at the door to a large submarine like structure.  It's the THINK TANK, home to his supplier.]



Artful:  Thinker!  Lemme in!  Lemme in!  Goddamit!  It's a matter of life and death!



[The automatic door slides open with a woosh, and an angry head sticks out.]



Thinker:  What the fuck is your problem waking people up in the middle of the night?!



Artful:  My problem?  My problem?!  This is my fucking problem!



[He holds up the catatonic STAR in his arms and gives her body a good shake.  It seems that THINKER is too tired to recognize her.]



Thinker:  What happened?



Artful:  She got a hold of my Kite.



Thinker:  Well, don't take some shoujo-popper to my door just because she can't handle her mindfucks!



[ARTFUL holds her up again and gives her body a good shake.



CUT TO THINKER's POV.  He sees the lunch bag still be clutched onto in STAR's right hand.  CUT BACK to his face.  Recognition clicks.]



Thinker:  Get her in here!



[SIDE SHOT as the camera follows ARTFUL being led inside by THINKER and they frantically lay her right in the middle of the sterilized metal floor.  The two men are just pacing around her frantically and the CAMERA MOVES like this is some TLC EMERGENCY ROOM DOCUMENTARY.  But this time, no one knows that the fuck they're doing.]



Artful:  *pacing* We need something to snap her outta this angst-fest.



Thinker:  I think I've got a shot of shoujo-genki around here somewhere... or I can synthesize one...



Artful:  Then what are you waiting for?  She's ODing on us!



[THINKER runs about in the background, like he's DeeDee tearing up Dexter's lab.  ARTFUL grasps STAR's hand and talks to her, telling her she'll pull through.  The scene looks like it's straight out of slapstick if someone's sanity weren't on the line.



Finally, he re-enters the frame with a syringe in hand.  It's filled with a pink and syrupy fluid.]



Thinker:  I got the shoujo-genki.



Artful:  What do we do?�

Thinker:  How would I know?  I've never had to give one of these before!



[The two look at each other.  They've come this far with the cure and now it won't make a lick of difference cause both don't know the treatment.  They know they're in deep shit.  So THINKER does what any author does best.  He makes it look like he knows what the fuck he's doing, right on the spot.  He leans down and grasps at STAR's blouse.  He starts to rip it open.]



Artful:  *leans in to stop him* What the fuck are you doing?!



Thinker:  If you're gonna give her the shot, you gotta put it through her heart.



Artful:  *lets him continue* Her heart? *beat* Me?  Why am I giving her the shot?



Thinker:  Because you're the one who brought her here. *hands Artful the syringe* You have to penetrate her breast bone, so it's gotta be a quick stabbing motion, and you've only got one shot.  Now, you do it.  No pressure.



[AERIAL SHOT of STAR's chest, her bra still on, making her relatively decent.



CUT BACK TO ARTFUL and THINKER looking down on her.]



Artful:  *licks his lips nervously* Okay... I can do this... on three.



Thinker:  I'll spot you.  One...



[CUT TO ARTFUL's hand, with syringe, being raised in the air.]



Thinker:  Two...



[CUT TO syringe moving down to its target.



QUICK CUT TO THINKER and ARTFUL's faces with the syringe's plunger sticking up between them.]



Thinker:  Three!



[ARTFUL pushes down on the plunger and the pink liquid is injected inside STAR's system.



SIDE SHOT as the genki immediately takes effect and STAR shoots upright, screaming like a banshee, with the syringe still embedded in her chest.  ARTFUL and THINKER jump back like she were the dead bolting upright from her coffin, and they scream as well.  Everyone continues screaming until it's reduced to them gasping for air.  STAR looks down at her chest, grabs the syringe with both hands and pulls it out of her with a sickening pop.  ARTFUL and THINKER eye her warily.]



Artful:  *tentative* Say something if you're all right.



Star:  *smiles weakly* Alright.



Thinker:  *breaking the tension* Anyone want a soda?



*	*	*



[SCENE SWIPE to the STILL LONG VIEW of the hallway again.  It's another trip from the elevator, as it's familiar ding comes on by now and those doors open again.  ARTFUL steps out, cradling an exhausted STAR in his arms.  Both are too shaken to say anything.  She'd hold onto his neck if she wasn't busy holding onto her ruined blouse as well as holding her bag in front of herself to cover her front.  He carries her to her door and sets her down.]



Artful:  So... what are your thoughts on handling this?



Star:  What's the psychoanalysis for dealing with a trippy near death experience?



Artful:  I'd suggest keeping it a secret between you and any of the people involved in the situation.



Star:  Wise words.



Artful:  Just so Globie doesn't kill us and all that messy business.



Star:  Yeah, and this incident leaking out to ruin our reps.



[Without another word, STAR starts to open her door and steps inside.  ARTFUL begins to walk away and there's the sound of a door shutting.  He looks over his shoulder and then continues walking.  There's the sound of a door opening, and STAR steps back out with her hand in her bag.]



Star:  Hey. *tosses something*



[ARTFUL turns around just in time to catch a yellow cloth.  He holds it up to see that it's a pair of panties.  Namely, STAR's panties.]



Star/Artful:  Thank you. *beat* We're so in tune.



[They smile.  With one last shared moment between them, STAR goes back into her room and ARTFUL continues to walk away.  FADE TO BLACK.]



*	*	*



[FADE IN to a TV set playing some old cartoon.  PULL BACK to show that the old show playing is Astroboy, classic anime.  Keep pulling back until the back of some little boy's head can be seen.



The scene is now throughout the BOY's POINT OF VIEW.  He continues watching Astroboy taking to the sky.]



Mother:  *off-screen* Chris!  Chris!  There's someone here to see you!



[CHRIS, the boy, still watches TV, not paying attention to his mother.]



Mother:  *off-screen* *exasperated sigh* Alright then, Chromus, since you insist on being called that, do you remember when I told you about sitting too close to the telly all day?  Chrissy, as your mum, please turn your attention away from that thing and listen to our guest, Professor Kale.



[CHROMUS turns around to find a man standing far off in the living room next to his MOTHER, a pretty young mum.  It's a nice living room, filled with furniture suited to the early 80s.  It's probably 1984, so CHROMUS is still a wee tyke.



The PROFESSOR, whose neatly groomed hair is greying, he sports the fashion of brown slacks, well polished shoes, and a tweed jacket.  The PROFESSOR smiles and nods at CHROMUS and softly approaches the boy before stooping in front of him.  He doesn't really know how to talk to the young boy, he's a bit nervous, so what he says comes out like a stutter.]



Professor Kale:  Good day little boy.  Your mother, you see, she was telling me how you're always glued to that idiot box in front of you.  I think that since I know you, it's not really fair that you don't know me.  So I'll tell you about me.  I'm Professor Kale, and I'm a literature prof at Oxford University.  But I should get to the reason as to why I'm here.  Your mother - *looks back* - yes, she's a very nice lady, she really cares about you and she doesn't want to see you wasting your time with pointless moving pictures and actually get to reading some classic literature.  It must be really hard to do so because... *points* look at it, it's just so tempting. *shakes his head* But you've got to find a balance, young man.



[The PROF has been building up to something, and he pauses in his spiel to search through his pockets.  He checks the inside pocket of his tweed jacket and from it he pulls out a shiny golden card, the size of a playing card.  Etched onto its face is the JACK OF CLUBS.  CHROMUS' eyes are transfixed upon the shiny card, and then he turns his attention back to the man in front of him.]



Professor Kale:  This, this is a golden card.  Isn't it lovely?  This card, it goes way back.  Back in the time of the old Enlightenment, pre-French Revolution mind you, it was a time when people were becoming more open-minded and all the really great writers of the time were flourishing.  One of them was Voltaire.  People say he was an unruly man, and what unruly man didn't play cards?  He sometimes flaunted his wealth by creating a golden deck of playing cards, and he'd invite all his colleagues for a night of cards.  Of course, being an unruly man, he'd cheat of course.  This jack of clubs was what he considered to be his lucky card, so to make sure no one got it, he stuck it up his ass.    To keep his mind off the pain, he'd write in-between and during games; some of his best works were churned out during those night-long poker tournaments.  For fourteen long years, right up to his death, he played one night every week with this up his patoot.  When he died, the golden cards were divided and pawned off; cause we all know how those French were also rowdy indebted drunks back then.  Course, all the aristocratic writers afterward scoured for Voltaire's cards.  The next lucky one to be inspired was a poet named Lord Byron.  He was a romantic, a passionate man; I call him a nut.  But whatever he did, he did it with gusto.  I guess it was the card as well.  Yup, same deal, wore it right up his poop chute.  When he was swimming across the English Channel, writing his many poems, committing suicide attempts, wooing and fucking the various women he met... yup, all with the card.  Throughout the years, it's been worn up the asses of various writers and poets, inspiring them to new heights of creativity.  Or maybe it was the lead etching leaking into their systems that made them crazy.  Who knows?  But, this card's story doesn't end.  It only begins.  And it begins with you.



[CHROMUS looks back at his MOTHER, whose eyes are wide with shock, mouth agape, and she's holding her hand in front of her mouth.  She's agog that this man could be so vulgar and slur slinging in front of her young son.]



Professor Kale:  *turning to Chromus' mother* I apologize for my language and historical inaccuracy, ma'am.  I was just showing your boy here the power of imagination. *back to Chromus* You see, I just made all of that up.  Every word.  This card?  Real gold, but I had it specially made for you to reward you for your attention.  See how words, whether on paper or spoken, are still a lot better than that telly?  Boy, if you found some way to mix the two together, I'd give you a whole deck of gold cards, but I only have this one.  Young man, if you so graciously accept the power of writing and imagination, I give you this golden card.



[The PROF holds out the card, and CHROMUS' tiny hand quickly grabs upward to accept it.



CUT TO INTERIOR of a locker room.  The 23-year-old CHROMUS, who was lying down on a bench, bolts up from resting his eyes.  It seems that it was all a faint memory, playing out in a dream.  He looks around the area, making sure he really is there.  He checks his clothes; yup, he's in his fighting clothes.  He turns his head to hear the door open and the dull roar of screaming and cheering flooding in.  The voice of his second, his supporter for the evening, DIGIFAN.]



Digifan:  *off-screen* You ready, Chromus?



Chromus:  Yeah... ready as I'll ever be.



[Hopping to, CHROMUS gets up.  CAMERA FOLLOWS him as he walks out the door, knowing that his life is about to change.  As the door closes behind him, FADE TO BLACK.]



*	*	*



[TITLE CARD against black.]



CHROMUS AND THE GOLDEN CARD



*	*	*



Radio Announcer #1:  *voice-over* I'm telling you Shirai, it's pandemonium!  Complete and utter pandemonium!



Shirai:  *voice-over* You've got that right, Haitani!  



[FADE IN to the interior of a cab, late at night.  Behind the wheel is an attractive young woman, blonde hair and blue eyes.  She wears a dark jacket over her pink shirt, but since she's driving, the rest of her clothing from the chest down doesn't really matter.  She's listening to the radio, with the two annoying but forgettable announcers talking over the sound of boos, cheers, and generic crowd noise.]



Haitani (Radio Announcer #1):  *VO* Never before has there been this kind of upset in organized author sports before!



Shirai:  *VO* We just might have our first casualty, no less!



Haitani:  Our bad Brit Chromus was outta the ring before he could even gloat over his victory!



Shirai:  Guilty conscience maybe?



[ASHLILLYMON clicks off the radio.



CUT TO the cab, parked out on a dark and rainy lone street.  The headlights come on, and the cab revs it, then tears down the street to an out of the way grove of trees.



CUT TO ASH's POV.  Looking out the front windshield, all she sees is rain and the trees before her.  Then out of nowhere, some shape drops onto the hood with a thump!



CUT BACK TO ASH, who's jolted back in her seat in surprise.  The shape groans, and moves.  It's a man!  And he's dressed in such strange clothes.  The man rolls off her hood and enters the cab, sitting in the backseat.]



AshLillymon:  Are you the man I'm supposed to pick up?



Chromus:  I'm so flattered that you didn't recognize me, Ash.



AshLillymon:  *angrily* Well, you scared me! *composing herself* I just heard the news.  Where to?



Chromus:  The next town over.  There's a motel there.  Joy's waiting for me.



AshLillymon:  You got it.



[EXTERIOR VIEW of the cab on the street.  It roars to life and it fishtails outta there.]



*	*	*



[FADE INTO the INTERIOR of the hotel infirmary.  BLACK PHOENIX lies prone on a cot, his brother by his side, looking very repentant and muttering various apologies.  B. PHOENIX looks like he's seen better days, and he clutches his brother, ZACH's hand.  WHIRLAROUND the room to find an average looking brown haired young man, D MARCO the oddsmaker, talking with the house physician AMI MIZUNO.  Waiting at the door is STAR OTAKU, looking concerned at the scene before her.



CAMERA MOVES OUT the door and down the hall, to meet the oncoming angry figure that is everybody's boss, GLOBIE.  He storms through in a neat white shirt and black slacks.  His semi-messy hair hangs over his almond eyes, which are slit in anger; and it's a cold fire.  Bringing up the rear is ARTFUL, not wanting to get in the way.



Upon meeting them, CAMERA BACKTRACKS back into the infirmary room.  PAUSE at the doorway as GLOBIE brusquely brushes past STAR.  But ARTFUL, he greets her with a discreet kiss on the lips and they start a hushed conversation.]



Star:  Listen, I know I already said thank you but-



Artful:  Tomorrow night, you can thank me all you want, okay?



[FOLLOW GLOBIE as he paces back and forth in a rage.  He snaps at DONNIE.]



Globie:  What've you got?



D Marco:  He's gone.



Globie:  Aside from that.



D Marco:  I questioned his second, Digifan.  I don't think she knew what he was planning any more than we did.  I even have the evaluations to prove it!



Globie:  Question her again.  I don't want anything to be overlooked.  Look everywhere for him!  If he flees to Australia, I want a thug popping out a fucking kangaroo pouch and dragging his ass back to me!



*	*	*



[CUT TO INTERIOR of the moving cab.  There isn't much to see in the windows, it's all darkness and rain.  CHROMUS is in the backseat, shirtless.  Seems he's changing out of his wet fighting clothes.  ASHLILLYMON just keeps her eyes glued to the road, blushing all the bit.  He's just as embarrassed as she is though, so he quickly pulls a clean shirt over his head.  After the awkward silence, ASHLILLYMON begins to make conversation.]



AshLillymon:  Were you really going to do it?



Chromus:  Do what?



AshLillymon:  Kill him.  Kill your opponent.



Chromus:  What do you mean?



AshLillymon:  You left Black Phoenix pretty banged up.  He's in the infirmary right about now; sounds critical.



Chromus:  *horrified* Oh God... I didn't mean to.  It was the fight of my life.



AshLillymon:  *laughs, diffusing his unease* You sound as if it were a matter of life and death.



Chromus:  *shrugs* Not really... but more a matter of pride and integrity.



AshLillymon:  You nearly killed a boy, a mere boy, over those lesser things?



[ASHLILLYMON tries to look back, but CHROMUS is on his back, trying to pull his pants up.  She quickly turns away.]



Chromus:  I wouldn't call pride and integrity less than life and death.  But they're up there with them.  I mean, you've gotta do some things honestly instead of relying on others to do the dirty work.



AshLillymon:  How philosophical.  But back to my question, were you going to do it?



Chromus:  *pause* *somber* If I had to... I'd have put him out of his misery in the ring.



*	*	*



[SCENE is CHROMUS standing in a phone booth, water pouring all around.  CAMERA DOLLIES AROUND the booth as CHROMUS conducts some business.]



Chromus:  Thanks for pulling some strings for me, Ruri-chan.  How many slips did you collect? *pause* That's going to convert into a lot of pounds... No, no, I'm fine.  He'll be fine.  It's not like they'd let him die without a fight, eh? *pause* Yes, yes, bad joke Ruri-chan.  I know. *pause* You can forward the profits to my private flat.  I'll contact you with the details and forwarding addy.



[As CHROMUS continues to talk, CUT TO the VIEW from behind the windshield.  PULL BACK to see ASHLILLYMON watching CHROMUS intently.  She looks down and picks up a cell phone and turns it on.



SWITCH TO ASH'S POV.  The digital pixilated image of AS INC. appears, and her thumb is over the first number that'll contact her boss, GLOBIE.  She looks back out the window and back to the phone, debating her choice.  Who will she betray?



She looks back to see CHROMUS hanging up and making his way back into the cab.  No time for moral dilemmas.]



Chromus:  Sorry to keep you waiting, dearie.



AshLillymon:  *nervous* No problem.



Chromus:  You okay?  You don't sound well.



AshLillymon:  *starts up the cab* I'm just cold.



*	*	*



[DISSOLVE to the interior of a motel room.  The door opens, and CHROMUS steps in.  He stands in the door frame and waves goodbye to his cabbie.  The headlights flash into the room then disappear to the sound of tires squealing.



PAN RIGHT to the bed.  There's a figure curled up on it, its back to CHROMUS, but it's too dim to tell who or what it is.  CHROMUS gropes the wall for the light switch and turns on the lights.]



Chromus:  Joy, hon?



[The figure stirs.  It's CHROMUS' girlfriend, JOY MILLS.]



Joy:  Please, keep the lights off.  I'm tired.



Chromus:  *turns off the lights* *sits on the bed* Too tired to hear about my day?��Joy:  *rolls over to face him* No, never too tired for you.  How was your fight?



Chromus:  Oh, it was ho-hum.



Joy:  You were so excited about it.  What happened, did you lose?



Chromus:  *laughs* Of course not!  I won.



Joy:  Chrissy, you're too cruel to leave me in suspense!



Chromus:  I'm sorry then.  I don't want to be cruel to you.



[CHROMUS leans down to kiss her cheek, and deciding to keep her company, he spoons with her on the bed, wrapping his arms around her from behind.]



Joy:  I was thinking about when we would catch the next ballet.



Chromus:  You were thinking about catching the next bad lay?  My goodness darling!  I feel somewhat insulted.  I thought you trusted me to be a gentleman.



Joy:  Ballet.  Ballet, silly!



Chromus:  The ballet?  I thought we did that with RENT!



Joy:  That was a musical with good choreography.  But no ballet.  Ballet is art in motion.



Chromus:  If you wanted art, I would gladly take you to the next museum.  I hear Monet did wonderful oils of ballet dancers.



Joy:  *sighs* It's not the same.



Chromus:  Of course it is.  Just like ballet and fighting.  It's all a dance.



Joy:  Then I'll make you fight in tights!



Chromus:  *joking* If you do that, then I'll punch you!



[She looks up into his eyes, and he stares back into hers.]



Joy:  Really?�

Chromus:  *softening* No, never.  I won't punch you.  I wouldn't dream of hurting you.



Joy:  If you wouldn't dream of hurting me, then why fight in the first place?  I can't understand why you must fight!  Why can't you stay with me and write beautiful stories all the time?



Chromus:  I will do that with you soon.



Joy:  When?



Chromus:  What if I said soon would be tomorrow?



Joy:  I'd smother you with kisses then!



Chromus:  Why do you think we had to leave my other hotel room?  You did get everything, right?��Joy:  *sleepily* Mm-hmm... And now everything will be all right?��Chromus:  Not all right.  Not yet.



[JOY looks back to kiss CHROMUS.]



Joy:  We're in a lot of danger, aren't we?  If they find us they'll-



[She's interrupted in her worried queries by being kissed again, full on the lips by her beau.  They pull back, and she is pacified.]



Joy:  Where will we run to?



Chromus:  I don't know.  Maybe to France?  You can watch all the ballets you want.



Joy:  I don't speak French!



Chromus:  Well, I don't either, m'dear!



Joy:  Why not some place exciting and cosmopolitan?  New York sounds nice.  Art and dance in one city!



Chromus:  Where ever you want, cutie.  Anywhere you want, sweetie.



Joy:  *yawns* I can't decide between cutie or sweetie.



Chromus:  They suit you just fine, along with sugar pop.



[CHROMUS nudges at his girl after there a long pause in her reply.  He listens to her shallow and light breathing, indicating she's now asleep.  He gives her a chaste peck before closing his eyes and turning in as well.  FADE TO BLACK.]



*	*	*



[FADE IN on the hotel bed, with only the prone CHROMUS splayed out on it.  Sunlight fills the room, and it shines on him.  He begins to move restlessly and then he bolts upright with a gasp.  His girlfriend moves to the side of the bed, kneeling and placing a comforting hand on his arm.]



Joy:  Chris!  You look as if you were being chased by a monster!



Chromus:  *shaking his head* I'm fine.  Just have to get the cobwebs out.  When those spiders get in your eyes as you sleep, they aren't a very pleasant sight to wake up to.



Joy:  *laughs* You're in a good humour this hour.



[The faint sound of a TV on is heard, and CHROMUS looks to the screen.



CHROMUS' POV.  It's D MARCO's morning show, and he's making some odds commentary on the current stats of the survivors.]



D Marco:  And now we move onto other odds.  Last night, there was an-



[The TV is immediately shut off.]



Joy:  *annoyed* I was watching that!



Chromus:  *sighs* I'm sorry, I... I just think it's a little too early for the telly, don't you think? *changing the subject* We need to get some breakfast!  Aren't you starving?



Joy:  Well, I was so intent on waiting for you last night I didn't get a single bite in...



Chromus:  Then let's get breakfast together then!



[JOY kisses him again and leaves the frame to use the washroom.  Deciding that it be best he get out of those wrinkled and slept in clothes, CHROMUS moves to the suitcase placed by the bed.  He lays it atop and opens it, rifling through.]



Joy:  *off-screen* Darling, when does our train arrive?



Chromus:  Somewhere around noon.  Don't worry, it's nine.  We have plenty of time.



Joy:  For breakfast, I plan on having toast with tasty fruity jam or marmalade.  I should have it with some pancakes too.  And pie... blueberry pie!  It'll be scrumptious!



Chromus:  Really, that's quite a lot for even you!



Joy:  I told you, silly!  I couldn't get a single bite in because I was busy fussing over a big old dope.  Then I'll wash it all down with some sweet orange juice.



[Suddenly, his pace changes to a quick search.]



Chromus:  Joy?  Joy?



Joy:  *off-screen* Yes?



Chromus:  Where's my card?



Joy:  *entering the frame* Your card?



Chromus:  Yes, the gold one.



Joy:  I packed it in before we left, just like you told me to.



[JOY ducks her head to avoid the flying articles of unmentionables.  CHRIS becomes much more agitated and frantic.]



Chromus:  *yelling* Where is it?!



[JOY flinches at his exclamations.  She's never seen him like this before.  She slowly backs against the wall, unsure of what to do.  She speaks unsurely, wondering what might calm him down.]



Joy:  I got it right where you told me.  Under the-



Chromus/Joy:  Kangaroo paperweight.



[A beat continues as CHROMUS continues his search.]



Chromus:  Well it's not here!



Joy:  *on the verge of tears* But it should be!



Chromus:  It should be, but it isn't!



[Catching himself as to how much he's scaring her, he stops moving.  He stands there, his fists clenched at his sides, his face narrowed.  He lowers his voice to calm her, but its even tone makes him sound menacing.]



Chromus:  Joy, that card is very important to me.  My mother went through some trouble to get that for me - but I won't get into that now.  It's what helped start my love of writing.  If you could just imagine... just imagine yourself packing it.  Do you remember putting it in the case?��Joy:  *timidly* Yes.  I remember.



Chromus:  Really?



Joy:  No.



[Frustrated, he yells and punches the mattress, sinking his fist into it.  She screams and sinks to the floor, covering her arms over her head as she curls into a ball.



Again, he catches himself.  Taking a few more deep relaxing breaths, CHROMUS approaches JOY, kneeling in front of her and wrapping his arms around her.  He helps pick her up off the floor and lets her sniffle into his clean shirt.]



Chromus:  I'm sorry.  I'm sorry.  It's not your fault.  You probably left it in the hotel room.  Don't worry about it.



[She looks up at him, unsure.]



Chromus:  You aren't a mind reader.  If anything, it's my fault for being a total git and not telling you how important it was.  And for reacting like this in front of you.



[He pecks a kiss on her forehead and lets her go.  He grabs his jacket, which is draped over a chair, and heads for the door.]



Chromus:  I'm going to take the rental Honda, okay?



Joy:  Where are you going?



Chromus:  *stops* Back to the hotel room.



Joy:  Won't they be looking for you there?



Chromus:  They probably will.  But I'm a big boy.  I can take care of myself.



Joy:  Does this mean I'm having breakfast without you?



Chromus:  I'm afraid so, sweetie. *digs in his pockets* *hands her some money* This should cover the bill.  I love you.



Joy:  Please, don't go.



Chromus:  *smiles* I'll be back before you can say blueberry pie.



Joy:  Blueberry pie!



Chromus:  Well, not that fast, but fast.



[He flings the door open and steps out, leaving JOY to stand there and watch him go.]



*	*	*



[CUT TO the INTERIOR of a moving vehicle.  POV through the windshield.  CHROMUS holds onto the wheel with an iron grip.  One hand moves off the wheel to pound on the dash.  He's got the radio on to try and calm himself down.]



{SOUNDTRACK: BOYZ IN DA HOOD performed by Dynamite Hack; original by NWA.}



Chromus:  Of all the things she could forget!  Fuck!  Fuck, fuck, fuck!  I specifically told her, "Under the kangaroo paperweight.  Don't forget it."  I kept reminding her! *breathes in and out* Let it go, let it go...



[CUT TO side view of the street the little Honda chugs along.  It pulls right up to the hotel entrance and parks there.  CUT BACK TO CHROMUS sitting in the driver's seat.]



Chromus:  Oh God.  I really should let it go.  I'm putting her through hell.  I must've taken too many hits to the head.  Stop it right now.  Don't get out of the car.  Don't.  Put your foot on the gas and turn around.  Get the hell outta here.  Don't get out of the car.



[CHROMUS' body just won't obey.  He steps out of the car and starts walking through the doors.  The music from the radio fades away.  He starts making his way inside.  He's muttering to himself all the way.]



Chromus:  I'm not doing this.  I'm not doing this.  Mum would understand.  If she were here, she'd say, "Chrissy, use your head.  Think!  Don't do things so rashly.  This is your life, and don't you waste it!"



[FOLLOW as he enters the foyer, past the guests who mill about him (not knowing he's a fugitive), and he gets into an elevator.  The doors close on him.



PROFILE SHOT as he looks up at the numbers and talks to himself.]



Chromus:  No.  No.  I'm not backing down.  Mum, you told me to stick up for myself and do what's right.  You got that professor and that card to set me right.  It's only fair I do the same for you.



[The elevator stops on his floor, and CHROMUS gets out.



LONG VIEW of the hallway, just as the elevator doors open, letting him out.  He stalks down the hallway of the guest host level (with the same pretty wallpaper and carpeting from the first segment), keeping a wary eye for anyone ready to pop out from behind the doors and jump him.



He gets to his room door safely, and without any ambush.  Now, it's the matter of if anyone is waiting for him inside.



CUT TO his hand grasping the door knob and his other hand inserting the key card to get in.  There's a slight click.



CUT BACK TO CHROMUS' face as he winces at the sound.  Now they, whoever is waiting for him, will know he's there.  He slowly opens the door and enters warily.



CUT TO INTERIOR of his hotel suite.  It's kinda the same as it was with STAR's, save there's a desk by the balcony doors.  There's no one inside, and it looks like it's been untouched.  His eyes dart to the desk, where a ceramic kangaroo paperweight rests.  CLOSE UP on the paperweight.  Right under it is the card, where a golden corner peeks out and glints at him.  The paperweight is lifted, and CHROMUS' hand enters the frame to take the card.



PAN AROUND the hotel room, just from behind CHROMUS as he pockets the gold card.  He surveys his surroundings, making sure that he wasn't being lulled into a false sense of security.  He walks over to the bedroom, just to make sure no one is lying in wait.  Just as he passes the couch to the little hallway, he sees a baton made of petrified wood resting on the arm.  It glows with mystic energy.]



Chromus:  Oh crap.



[Just as CHROMUS places his hand on the mystic and super charged weapon, he hears the sound of a toilet flushing and a door opening.  Stepping out right in front of him is ARTFUL.  CHROMUS quickly picks up the charged baton and holds it in front of him, aiming at his adversary.  The two lock eyes.  CHROMUS says nothing, almost kinda enjoying the fact that the wanker is under his thumb.]



Artful:  Holy shit.



[At that exclamation, that's the right cue to blast his ass.  The energy is unleashed, and ARTFUL is thrown back against the tiny hall, right into the closet door, which splinters upon impact.  ART lies slumped down in a crumpled heap of wood, unconscious.  CHROMUS grabs a Kleenex and wipes off the handle of the baton, clearing it of his prints.  He looks down on his fallen opponent and gives him a rough kick to the ribs when ART's down.]



Chromus:  That's for stealing my trademark weapon, git.



[With that CHROMUS leaves the hotel room.



CUT TO CHROMUS now running down the hall, going to the elevator like it's the only thing that'll take him home free.]



Chromus:  Looks can be deceiving, but this time I don't think they are.  That's how you're gonna beat 'em Chris, they keep underestimating you.



[From his POV, the elevator is coming closer and closer... But just from the perpendicular hall that cuts across in front of the elevator, GLOBIE walks across his path.



CHROMUS stops immediately and starts to backtrack, hoping that the head honcho won't see him.  Too late.  GLOBIE turns his head, and anger and disbelief cross his face.  CHROMUS starts turning tail, and he catches GLOBIE just starting to run after him.  The chase begins.]



Globie:  *yelling* Get back here!



[CHRIS gives no response, he's just running.  He hangs a left and continues running down another hall, where he luckily finds an emergency escape staircase.  The door is painted white with the EMERGENCY STAIRCASE sign painted in big red letters on it.  He pushes his way past the door.



SWITCH TO INTERIOR AERIAL VIEW of the staircase.  It's long and winding downwards, and CHROMUS is jogging as fast as he can down each step.  Just as he gets one floor down, GLOBIE barges through the same escape door and follows after him.  CHROMUS starts bounding down stairs, taking leaps from cement landing to cement landing.  It's through this system that he's now about two floors away from the main floor.  But GLOBIE is making great gains.  Before CHRIS knows it, he's tackled from behind and the two are rolling and tumbling the rest of the way down.



CUT TO the bottom of the stairs.  Two bodies hit the floor.  It seems that their "trip" has cost CHROMUS to overshoot the main floor and now they've ended up in the sub-basement.  Of course, they're too disoriented from too many bumps to the head and spinning down the many flights of stairs.  They pick themselves up, wobbling on their feet.



CHROMUS limps towards what he perceives to be the main floor door, and his pursuer dizzily follows him, taking out from his pocket and extending his magic wand.  GLOBIE jumps and gives one last desperate tackle, weapon high in the air.  CHROMUS turns around just in time.  With foggy reflexes, he also takes out a baton of petrified wood to counter.  The two start clumsily dueling in the landing, the door now ignored.



CUT TO the door opening.  The TIGER GRRL, ARCANITE, sticks her head out and sees the two fighting.  She isn't really a tiger girl, well, not in this human form.  She's a lithe and athletic beauty, with long blue hair down her back with a black stripe right down the middle.  She's in a cute and somewhat racy midriff baring tank top and low hip riding black flares.  She snarls at the two and conjures a big ass bazooka in her arms.  She hoists it over her shoulder dangerously.]



Arcanite:  I suggest you two stop.



[The boys stop, locked in a detente as they look up at the new girl.  GLOBIE has his wand swung back at the ready to club CHROMUS, and CHROMUS' baton is pointed straight for the boss' head a la kendo shot.]



Globie:  This ain't any of your business.



Chromus:  Nothing to see here, miss.



[The doorframe that ARCANITE is standing in is open, and inside are MATT ISHIDA and TAI KAMIYA, each tied to a chair and gagged.  They look at them with desperate eyes.  It seems that they've stumbled upon an illegal Pocket Bishounen capture ring.  Another girl sticks her head out, and she has brown eyes magnified through her round glasses; and brownish hair that's styled in Sora Takenouchi's bob cut.  She's dressed casually (and more demurely than the GRRL), with a green T-shirt and brown cargo pants).  She looks quite surprised at the intruders.]



Arcanite:  S@m!  Looks like we got ourselves a coupla trespassers.



S@m:  *worried* They found our operation, Arcanite... what're we gonna do?



Arcanite:  I don't know...



[While the two FANGIRLS are mulling over what to do, GLOBIE and CHROMUS resume their quarrel.  Their little cold war is almost resolved by a no win double knock out when they're blindsided by a rocket launched from the bazooka that was still slung over ARCANITE's shoulder.



CUT TO S@M and ARCANITE.  S@M looks distressed as she realizes who they are.]



S@m:  They're... they're...



Arcanite:  Too late now.  We need to keep 'em quiet.



[CUT TO CLOSE UP of GLOBIE and CHROMUS' faces.  Tough guys still have some fight left in them, but with the blood running down the sides of their faces, it's hard to see or even keep awake.  Their eyes loll back as they pass out.  FADE TO BLACK.]



*	*	*



[FADE IN to a FRONTAL SHOT of GLOBIE and CHROMUS, both of them tied up and gagged like the two bishounen from earlier.  The boys are just coming to after the double shot.  WHIRLAROUND to SIDE VIEW to see that they're actually facing opposite to TAI and MATT, respectively.  They're in the bare little boiler room in the sub-basement of the hotel.  They all look to the same side to see ARCANITE and S@M.  ARCANITE looks like she's having a field day while S@M is quite concerned.  Behind them is a small table, where their weapons rest.]



S@m:  What're we gonna do now?



Arcanite:  *shrugs* I dunno.  Have some fun; blow some shit up.



S@m:  Hey... I left Vino out; think he'll be okay?



Arcanite:  God... I don't know why you keep that thing... you can fucking fly, easy as pie!



S@m:  *shrugs* It's just cool to have one.



Arcanite:  It's in the underground parking lot, right?  Just one floor above?



S@m:  Yeah.



Arcanite:  *smirks* Then it'll be fine, ya retard.



[The FANGIRLS take another long look at the two.]



S@m:  They're pretty beat up.



Arcanite:  They came in here like that.  Kicking and screaming.



S@m:  Shouldn't we bandage them-



Arcanite:  They're pretty minor injuries.



[OFFSCREEN, there's the sound of the big metal door, the only way in, being knocked upon.  S@M leaves the frame to answer it, while ARCANITE again looks at them, that field day look on her face.  The fellow captives take a look at each other, all them pretty much scared shitless at what's gonna happen next.]



S@m:  *off-screen* She's here!



Arcanite:  *grins* Bring in the Miko.



[Stepping into the frame first is S@M, and then... in floats THE MIKO.  The female figure wafts in, oozing grace and regality, brightly coloured white and pink silks hanging off her fashioned into ornate priestess like robes.  It's distinctly a female because of the way her dangerous curves are still visible despite the gaudy layers of cloth.  A relatively small and box-like headdress sits atop her head of brown and red tipped curly hair, and her face is sufficiently veiled.  Her face can almost be seen, but more like faint lines and shadows of where lips, nose, and eyes should be.  THE MIKO stands between the ARCANITE and S@M, her hidden eyes also sizing up their captors.  A bit of a shadow forms on the lower portion of her veil, indicating that she was going to say something, but chooses to not say.]



Arcanite:  Which one looks good, Miko?



[THE MIKO delicately lifts up her right hand, her finger pointing out.  She shifts on her feet to more or less face MATT and TAI.  She wags her finger, as if choosing "Eenie-meenie-miney-moe..." style.



CUT TO TAI and MATT sweating bullets as their eyes are darting to and from each other.



CUT TO CHROMUS and GLOBIE, also sweating bullets and looking as if they're train crash witnesses.  They wanna look away, but they can't help staring.



CUT TO ARCANITE, with a big "kid on Christmas day" grin, looking like she's ready to burst.  S@M watches with wide eyes, more or less in the train crash witness look, but more focused in the Digimon bishie's general direction.



CUT BACK TO THE MIKO as she finishes her choosing.  WHIRLAROUND to see who's at the end of her finger.  It's TAI.  CAMERA ZEROS IN.  He gulps.]



S@m:  I guess we should haul him to the other room.



[CUT TO TAI and MATT, side by side.  ARCANITE walks from behind and grabs the back of TAI's chair; tilting it onto its 2 hind legs.  She starts to drag him away, almost skipping on her heels, with S@M following at a walking pace.  TAI struggles against his bonds, and his muffled screaming can be heard from behind the gag.  MATT is left all alone in the shot.  He looks to the empty space of where his compadre was and he sweats a whole artillery as he thinks of what awaits his turn.



PULL BACK to a PAN SHOT of just the lone inhabitants left in the room.  The captives MATT, CHROMUS, and GLOBIE with the watchdog MIKO.  THE MIKO starts giggling lightly from behind her veil, as if this were the funniest and most surreal trippy situation she's ever been in.  MATT shoots her a glare, and he's quickly humbled as a long silk sleeved arm shoots out to thwap him across the head.  Everything is silent again, save for the ongoing saga of TAI's muffled screams of torment.  Soon, THE MIKO resumes her lyrical giggling.



CUT TO CHROMUS, whose struggling in his seat while THE MIKO continues to giggle.  He stops struggling and then sits still.  His eyes dart to that of THE MIKO's veiled face, and soon, he starts chuckling as well.  THE MIKO's head tilts to the side, wondering "What the hell is he laughing about?"��CHROMUS stands up, the ropes falling off him like string.  He takes the cloth gag out of his mouth and smiles.]



Chromus:  Surprise.



The Miko:  Hm?



[CHROMUS takes one big step forward at her.  THE MIKO turns and tries to frantically run away, all traces of her grace and regality gone.  She trips on her robes and falls forward, but CHROMUS is quick.  He grabs at the back of her clothing and pulls her close to him.  His arm loops around under her neck for a sleeper hold.  Her struggling soon stops, and he sets her down in his seat and ties her up.��CHRIS is ready to run, but he turns around to see his fellow captors and listens to the sounds of TAI's screaming continue.



CLOSE UP as a conflicted look crosses his face.  He's not gonna be a punchy.  Nope, he's gonna do what's right.  No one deserves this, to be left merciless at the hands of these rabid FANGIRLS.



PAN BACK as CHROMUS moves behind MATT and unties him, letting the boy go.  MATT just runs for his life.  As GLOBIE is freed, the two look at each other, a begrudging camaraderie formed now.  They pick up their weapons from the table and storm up to the door.  They lean back, and on a silent count, they kick the door in and proceed to storm inside.



CUT TO the interior of the tiny room.  TAI is still tied up and seated in the middle while ARCANITE and S@M are hanging off from opposite ends of his sides, in a killer double glomp.  With a couple of quick stun blasts from GLOBIE's wand (appearing as TWO GREEN FLASHES), the two FANGIRLS don't know what hit them, and they fall at each side of the chair, unconscious.  CHROMUS moves forward and pulls the gag off TAI.]



Tai:  Oh God!  The glomping!  The glomping!  I've never felt so violated... and in a kinda good way too...



Chromus:  It'll be okay, mate.  You'll be fine. *turns to Globie* What are you gonna do?



Globie:  I'll tell you what I'm gonna do... these... bitches, they're gonna pay.  They're gonna pay good.  Do you accept cash, cheque, credit?!  I'm taking them to the fucking bank!  Tai here looks a little traumatized; poor kid.  I'm gonna get him sent to my room for some recuperation.



Chromus:  I mean... what are you gonna do about... you know?



Globie:  Us?  Our hostility?  Our pact as sworn mortal enemies?  Forget it.  You forget I ever told you to throw that fight; forget that you disobeyed.  Forget it like you're gonna forget what you saw here, and like how you're gonna forget the idea of ever coming back here.



Chromus:  Forgetting everything right now.



Globie:  Now, you leave town.  And stay gone.  I don't ever want to see you again.  Capiche?



Chromus:  Yeah.  I gotcha.



Globie:  Good.  Now get the fuck outta my sight before I change my mind.



[CHROMUS and GLOBIE tentatively shake hands, and then CHROMUS proceeds to run out the tiny room.



CUT TO the little landing of the sub-basement staircase.  The door bursts open and CHRIS runs out with baton in hand.  He runs up one flight to the next level.



CAMERA FOLLOWS as he runs up the stairs and reaches the next level landing.  There's an exit, marked UNDERGROUND PARKING LEVEL.  No use in getting the rental car now.  He enters the parking level, and he finds a sparkling white YAMAHA VINO MOPED with a sidecar attached.  The keys are still in the ignition.  CHRIS hops in, and glances at the little clock.  It says 11:00.  He turns on the motor, and veers outta there.]



*	*	*



[DISSOLVE to the motel.  JOY is standing in front of their door room with their suitcase set down beside her.  She's waiting for CHROMUS to arrive.  Her eyes widen as she hears an engine putting and finds her boyfriend arrive in something that is obviously not their rental HONDA.]



Joy:  Chris!  You're back!  You were gone for so long... I was starting to think something horrible happened to you!



Chromus:  It's okay honey, it's all okay.



Joy:  *suddenly surprised* What happened to the rental car?  And whose bike is this?



Chromus:  *offended* It isn't a bike!  It's a moped.



Joy:  Whose moped is this?



Chromus:  S@m's.



Joy:  How do you pronounce that?



Chromus:  No time to explain.  Just get in, honey!  We're gonna miss our train!



Joy:  Oh... fine!



[CHROMUS keeps the motor running as JOY climbs into the passenger cart with the suitcase on her lap.]



Joy:  Can we have a little bit of music, Chrissy?



Chromus:  Whatever you want, sweetie.



[CHROMUS leans a little bit forward and clicks on the radio.



{SOUNDTRACK: HAVING AN AVERAGE WEEKEND by Shadowy Men on a Shadowy Planet, A.K.A. "The Kids In The Hall" theme song.}



He revs up the tiny engine, and the two ride off on the VINO into the blue-skied horizon.  FADE TO BLACK.]



*	*	*



[FADE IN to the closed door of ALAN CAPELLO's hotel room.  There are the muffled sounds of ARTFUL and ARPULVER conducting their business in there.]



Arpulver:  I don't think we need to explain what's next.  So I leave you with a few words of comfort from Ruri Hoshino.  "Baka, baka."



[SOUND EFFECT of the their .45s going off and emptying their clips into AL.  There's the dull thud of a body dropping.  A couple of minutes of silence pass, and then the door opens, with ARTFUL (retrieved bag in hand), ARPULVER, and BLACK PHOENIX exiting.



STEADYCAM as it follows the trio down the hall.  They wait by the elevator as ADAM pushes the button and the little floor lights blink downwards.  There's a ding and the doors open; they enter the elevator wordlessly and the doors close behind them.]



*	*	*



[CUT TO INTERIOR shot of car from the windshield, with ARTFUL and ARPULVER sitting in their respective seats at the beginning.  BLACK PHOENIX sits in the backseat behind them.  ARTFUL stashes the lunch bag into the glove compartment as ADAM turns on the radio and puts the volume on low.]



{SOUNDTRACK: ACROSS THE UNIVERSE performed by Fiona Apple; original by The Beatles.}



B. Phoenix:  Man, what you guys did there... that was cold, real fucking cold.



Arpulver:  *regretfully* All part of the job, I guess.



B. Phoenix:  What are you talking about?! *grins* That was the coolest shit I ever saw in my life!



Arpulver:  *sighs* You mind telling me who he is?



Artful:  Adam - Black Phoenix - Black Phoenix - Adam.



Arpulver:  I thought we weren't going to be using real names here, Mr. Red!  I specifically asked that I be referred to as Mr. Blonde.



Artful:  Somehow, I don't see ear-cutting psychopath written on you.



Arpulver:  *crooning/impersonating Bob Dylan* Clowns to the left of me, jokers to the right; here I am, stuck in the middle with you.



[They laugh and it does down.  B. PHOENIX takes out a laptop from his authorspace and starts to type away.  ARTFUL turns on his side to look over the passenger seat and talk to their informant.  He pulls out his .45 and kinda waves it around a bit.]



B. Phoenix:  Holy crap!  You... you think you could lemme take a look at that?



Artful:  *nonchalantly* I don't know kid.  You seem a little young to handle such a dangerous weapon.



B. Phoenix:  I'm used to handling dangerous weapons. *makes a choking motion over his lap(top)* *bounces in his seat*



[The boys share a laugh at the crude masturbatory humour, the moment of male bonding now passed.]



Arpulver:  We all like to think that, kid.  If you like, you can have mine.  I won't be touching another weapon for our employer for a very, very long time.



Artful:  *looks to Arpulver* That's it for you-



[CUT TO CLOSE UP of ARTFUL's gun as it goes off with a loud BANG!



CUT TO the rear view window of the car as laptop shrapnel goes flying.



CUT BACK to the interior, but from the backseat.  ARTFUL's face looks like it's covered in soot and bits of wire.  The back of ARPULVER's head, his hair has chips, ram, and motherboard lodged in it.  LCD (liquid crystal display) fluid and blood splatter all over.



TURNAROUND to see BLACK PHOENIX slouching back, clutching his shoulder and stomach.  The bullet's in his stomach, and computer shrapnel is in his shoulder.  His red shirt conceals the blood, but it's plainly visible on his jeans, arms, and face.]



Artful:  Uh-oh.



Arpulver:  "Uh-oh?!"  What happened?



Artful:  Shit just happened!



B. Phoenix:  *yelling in pain* I've been fucking shot!  Of course shit happened!



Arpulver:  *yelling* What the fuck kinda shit just happened?!



Artful:  *yelling* I don't know!  The gun went off when you drove over that bump in the road!



Arpulver:  There was no bump!  How can you damage our second shipment?!



Artful:  He's a fucking fighter for tomorrow night, call the kid what he is!



[B. PHOENIX watches the two bicker with wide eyes.  He's just been shot at, his laptop's destroyed and pretty much a part of him now, he's bleeding profusely, and they're quibbling semantics.]



B. Phoenix:  *weakly* *croaking* Oh God... I think I'm dying.



Artful:  No way in hell.  No way kid.  You're gonna pull through.  Mr. Blonde, what're we gonna do?



Arpulver:  We're still taking him to Mr. Brown's, Mr. Red.



Artful:  We've gotta get him to the fucking infirmary!



Arpulver:  First things fucking last; we get him to Mr. Brown's studio, as per ordered.



[ARTFUL, still on his side, reaches his arm over the seat to clutch B. PHOENIX's hand, as the boy is in much pain.  All he can do is writhe around and moan to keep his mind off it.  ARP takes a quick look back at the carnage, grits his teeth, clutches the wheel, and steps on the gas.  FADE TO BLACK.]



*	*	*



[TITLE CARD against black.]



THE DONNIE SITUATION



*	*	*



[DISSOLVE INTO what would look like a newsroom, or some kind of talk show.  There's a long table with four chairs lined up neatly behind it.  Behind it is some kind of random news-y decor, with a blue screen wall running behind and extending past the set.



The studio doors at the side of the set burst open, and ARPULVER and ARTFUL barge in with B. PHOENIX.  The poor boy is carried in gurney style, with ARP holding up his feet and ART holding him up by the armpits.  They heave him onto the long table and get him to lie down on his back.



Coming in towards the studio, his back to us, comes a familiar looking average sized brown haired man.  He throws his hands wildly in the air, frantic at the sight.  He turns to the side to survey the boy and rears himself to berate the two hit men.  It's DONNIE MARCO, the oddsmaker, and he is freaking out.]



D Marco:  *yelling* What the fuck happened?  Tell me, what the fuck happened?!



Artful:  Kid got shot.  Sort of.



D Marco:  Dammit!  I can't believe this!  How the hell could Phoenix here just get shot in the fucking stomach?  He's got a fucking fight tomorrow!



Arpulver:  Hey, hey!  The kid's laptop just blew up when Artful shot it, okay?  Shrapnel went flying everywhere.  As for the bullet... it might still be in him.



B. Phoenix:  I can still talk! *disjointed* Gun... it went off in the car.  Hit my laptop... fried it.  Shot in the gut...



D Marco:  I'd rather take Adam's explanation.



Arpulver:  For the love of... I'm Mr. Blonde!  I thought we were going with the code names, Mr. Brown.



D Marco:  Mr. Brown?  Isn't that a little to close to calling me Mr. Shit?



B. Phoenix:  *yelling* I'm fucking dying here!



Artful:  You mind if I shut him up?



[ARTFUL makes a "gun" with his fingers and presses it against his temple.  D MARCO scowls and grabs ARTFUL's arm from his head.]



D Marco:  You got nothing better to do than crack jokes here?  Kid's dying!



B. Phoenix:  *eyes loll back* *looks up* Oh God... God, tell me you're shitting me.  Tell me you're fucking with my head... I'm doomed.  I'm doomed.



[ARTFUL makes a grab for B. PHOENIX's neck and clamps down, slowly cutting off his air.  The kid is too much in pain to struggle anymore.  He closes his eyes and relaxes as he passes out.



ARPULVER and D MARCO rush ARTFUL and pry him off.  They're ready to double team him and beat the crap outta the guy.]



Arpulver:  What the fuck was that?!



Artful:  We seem to be asking that a lot today.



D Marco:  Not funny.  What was that?



Artful:  I was just getting him to relax!  Ancient technique.  Honest.  I wasn't gonna kill him.  Just put him to sleep to ease the suffering.



D Marco:  *sarcastic* You're such a humanitarian. *to Arp* What am I going to do with him?  I've gotta evaluate him to be fit for the fight tomorrow night!  Our boss, Mr. Globie, has been asking if the odds are in B. Phoenix's favour.  I already evaluated his opponent, Chromus, and from what I got with him, the scales are tipped in his favour.  I need the other side of the story, but I can't do that with Phoenix here getting shrapnel in the fucking stomach!



Arpulver:  What if he wasn't fit to fight anyways?��D Marco:  That'd be a damn shame.  But I can't give the head-honcho bad news.  He's practically insisting that the kid is going to win!



Arpulver:  When are we supposed to bring him to the boss?�

D Marco:  *glances around* Supposed to be at past noon.  It's 7:30. *thinks* Oh shit!  I've got a show in an hour and a half!  I can't do the show with some dead kid on my table and blood on my suit!



Artful:  So we'll haul him back to the hotel, get the janitors in here to clean it up; it's all good.



D Marco:  You're forgetting a couple of things.  One - I don't have a janitorial staff.  And two - you pass through the entire town before you get on the main road back to the hotel.  People see you two driving a bloody car with a dying kid in the back, and they're gonna get suspicious!  Oh, I'm sorry, that was a fucking understatement!  They're gonna call the cops!



Arpulver:  Can we keep the kid here until we call for the hotel hospice or an ambulance?



D Marco:  *frowns* Where does it say in my studio, "dying kid storage?"



Arpulver:  Donnie, Donnie, Donnie...



D Marco:  I'm not finished!  Where does it say "dying kid storage?"



Arpulver:  No where.



D Marco:  You're damn right because it ain't any of my business!  I'm not going to have him die on my show; not right on the fucking air!



[A short silence passes the three men standing around, not knowing what to do.  They look over to the passed out and blood covered kid.]



D Marco:  Make the call.  Call the boss.



Artful:  He's gonna make us grease spots if he hears about this!



D Marco:  You rather that he make the save or we fuck this up and let the kid die?



Arpulver:  He's right.  I'll make the call.



D Marco:  *points* Phone's over there.



[CAMERA FOLLOWS as ARPULVER walks to the right of the studio where there's a door.  He walks through to enter the green room; there's a long table with a coffee maker on it.  Sugar and cream packets as well as paper cups are randomly strewn about the table's area.  Somewhere in the mess is a phone.  STAY IN FRAME as ARP now picks up the phone.]



*	*	*



[CUT TO the back of GLOBIE's head with a cell phone to his ear, as it was obscured from the beginning of the movie.  Then do a slow TURNAROUND his head to meet his face.  He's on the phone, and obviously, ADAM's on the other end.  Of course, he's in PERSONA's Fourth Wall Bar and Grill branch in the hotel.]



Arpulver:  *VO* We've got a delicate situation here.  It seems that your boy, Black Phoenix, has gotten into a little accident on the way to Mr. Marco's.



Globie:  I thought you were digging all that code name shit.



Arpulver:  Well, with the Donnie situation, I decided to hell with the code names.



Globie:  *frowns* What kind of accident are we talking about here?



Arpulver:  *mutters quickly* Laptop exploded, shot in the gut.



Globie:  *catching that* What?!  Nani?!



Arpulver:  *sheepishly* Yeah... aside from the fact that the kid might die on us, we've gotta get him out of here before Donnie's show hits the air.



Globie:  *angrily* If you boys fuck this up, I'll go medieval on your asses.  But I'm not going to... cause this is all about the "ifs".  Let's make this an "if you manage to fix this fuck up" situation.  So you better not fuck up.



Arpulver:  *apprehensive* Look, all I'm asking is that you is that you tell me to chill out, you're on the mofo and that we should wait for the cavalry, which should be coming directly.



Globie:  *pause* *calmly* Okay Arp, chill out.  I'm on the mofo.  Sit your ass down and wait for the Freedom Fighter, who should be coming directly.



*	*	*



[CUT BACK TO ARPULVER in the green room.  CLOSE UP on his face as he smiles giddily.]



Arpulver:  You're sending the Fighter?



Globie:  *VO* You feeling better now?



Arpulver:  Hell yeah!  That's all you had to say.



[He hangs up the phone and strides out of the green room, a calm smile on his face.]



*	*	*



[DISSOLVE TO the bedroom of a penthouse hotel suite.  ANTERIOR VIEW of FREEDOM FIGHTER's back as he is sitting on the bed with the phone to his ear and a pad of paper on his lap.  He's dressed to kill in a nice black tuxedo.  He pulls a pen tucked from behind his ear as he's talking to the boss on the phone.  But his face isn't seen.]



Fighter:  What's the situation? *pause* Uh-huh... okay...



[As he's getting the details, he's jotting them down.  ZOOM IN to the pad in his lap.  What's written down so far is:]



		Quad-R Studio (show at 9:00)

		D Marco (Jimmie Dimmick)

		Arpulver (likes to use "mofo")

		Artful (new guy)

		B. Phoenix (FUBAR, hospice)

		bloody shot up car



Fighter:  The studio's thirty minutes away.  I'll be there in ten.



*	*	*



[CUT TO EXTERIOR VIEW of the street right in front of the small studio building.



CAPTION:  "Nine minutes and 37 seconds later..."



The car that was used to by our hit men is parked right in front of it.  Offscreen, there's the sound of tires screeching loudly.  A SILVER HONDA CIVIC COUPE EX is in hyperdrive, and it careens right into the frame.  It's gonna park right behind the car, and it looks like it's going to rear end it by its current speed... but it stops on a dime, stopping short of the other car by mere centimetres.]



*	*	*



[CUT TO the INTERIOR of the studio.  DONNIE, ARTFUL, and ARPULVER are still pacing in front of the news like set, with the sprawled B. PHOENIX still soundly unconscious on it.  Just then, our tuxedo clad FREEDOM FIGHTER strides into the frame in all his suavity.  He's got black hair kinda styled up in a slight pompadour, and he's got some facial hair on him with a small mustache and slightly growing beard on his chin.  He's a hip cat, and he's down with the situation.  Everyone just looks his way.]



Fighter:  Hello boys.  I'm the Freedom Fighter, and I solve problems.



D Marco:  Good, cause we've got one.



[DONNIE jerks his head at B. PHOENIX's direction.  FIGHTER moves over and check's BP's pulse.]



Fighter:  He's still okay.



[FIGHTER turns to ART, ARP, and D.  He points to each of them respectively.]



Fighter:  You're Artful, Adam Pulver, and Donnie Marco.



[They nod at the correct introductions.]



Fighter:  Good.  Now, if I was informed correctly, the clock is ticking; is that right, gentlemen?



D Marco:  Sure is, sir.



Fighter:  Your show... *refers to his pad* it starts at nine in the AM?



D Marco:  On the button.



Fighter:  Obviously, if you were caught with your pants down and all this unpleasantness were to air out on live TV, it'd ruin a lot of people's reputations.  And that wouldn't be appreciated at all, now would it?

�D Marco:  Not in the slightest.



Fighter:  Enough of the chit chat.  We've got... *looks at his watch* about an hour, more or less, to clean up this little mess you boys made. *sniffs* I smell coffee.



D Marco:  *being polite* Would you like some, sir?



Fighter:  Of course I would.



D Marco:  How do you take it?



Fighter:  Hot and black.



D Marco:  I'm on it!



[DONNIE leaves the frame to fetch the coffee.  FREEDOM FIGHTER turns to the remaining ARPULVER and ARTFUL.]



Fighter:  All right you two, I need you to clean up the car and then haul the kid in the back.  Wrap him up in blankets; if you so kindly can conjure them up.  I took a quick peek at the car while I was outside.  Now, tell me, is there anything wrong with it?  Aside from the interior appearance.



Arpulver:  Well... when I was driving it, the gas is a bit slow on the response.



Fighter:  Slow gas... Gotcha.  That shouldn't set us back by too much.



[D MARCO returns with the cup of coffee in hand.  FIGHTER takes the cup and sips it tentatively.  He smacks his lips and then smiles as the cup 'o joe has met to his liking.]



Fighter:  The next thing is cleaning up the mess made on the counter-



D Marco:  Desk.



Fighter:  Whatever.



Artful:  You know, you could call it what it is.  A desk.



Fighter:  Pardon?



Artful:  You could call what the kid is lying on a desk.



Fighter:  *glares at Artful* I'm not here for the semantics.  If I'm curt and I somehow manage to get my terminology wrong, it's only because we've gotta do this pretty fucking quick.  I'm here to tell you what to do.  So, you better do it in half the time that it'd normally take.  If you don't appreciate my help, better luck to you, gentlemen.



Arpulver:  It isn't like that, sir.  We do appreciate your help.



Artful:  I meant no disrespect.  I just don't take too kindly to people barking orders at me.



Fighter:  You two have gotta remember, time is a factor.  Right now, we've gotta think fast, talk fast, and act fast if we wanna get out of this.



[He claps his hands together.]



Fighter:  Okay boys, let's get to work.



[The cleaning MONTAGE starts up.



{SOUNDTRACK:  WEAPON OF CHOICE by Fatboy Slim; shortened radio play version.}



SUPERIMPOSE clear image of a digital clock set at 8:00.



BLUR TO ARTFUL and ARPULVER in the car, ART in the backseat cleaning the blood and computer bits while ARP is just getting the bits of splattered blood and LCD near the front.  ART just glares at ADAM, who responds with a kinda "ha ha" grin.



SUPERIMPOSE clear image of a digital clock set at 8:15.



BLUR TO BLACK PHOENIX being wrapped up in a quilt, with blood seeping through.  Then he's carried to the awaiting car gurney style (same arrangement as when he was taken into the studio).  ART and ARP pass the grinning D MARCO and FREEDOM FIGHTER (who's enjoying another cup of coffee).  Then B. PHOENIX is laid in the backseat, still unconscious.



SUPERIMPOSE clear image of a digital clock reading 8:20.



BLUR TO the two hit men responsible cleaning up the bloody desk while DONNIE and FIGHTER are sitting behind with their feet propped up.  FIGHTER waves his finger, indicating that they missed a spot.  ARPULVER gives an exasperated look and now it's ARTFUL's turn to give the "ha ha" grin.



SUPERIMPOSE clear image of a digital clock reading 8:35.



BLUR TO ART and ARP finishing up washing their hands and wiping them off.  They're suddenly picked up and are forcibly thrown into the green room.  The door shuts behind them.  They give wary stares to each other, and then the door opens again.  This time, items of clothing are thrown in and smack them right in the face.



SUPERIMPOSE clear image of a digital clock reading 8:40.



{SOUNDTRACK:  Big finish ending for WEAPON OF CHOICE.}



SCENE SWIPE.  ARTFUL and ARPULVER (looking decently cleaned up) are now standing outside of the green room, back in the studio, dressed up in oversized T-shirts and Bermuda shorts.  ARTFUL is wearing a T-shirt that has a kitten on it and below the picture it reads, "Every time you masturbate, God kills a kitten."  ARPULVER is wearing a pretty wussy looking Powerpuff Girls T-shirt.  FREEDOM FIGHTER and D MARCO (in a clean blood free suit) are now evaluating them, and their faces say it all.  They are such morose looking motherfuckers.]



Fighter:  You boys look great.  Really.  We couldn't have planned this better.  You look like a couple of... what do they call 'em, Donnie?



[D MARCO puts on his best shit-eating grin, more than willing to oblige his opinion and poke some fun at the two.]



D Marco:  Dorks.  They look like a couple of dorks, Mr. Fighter.



Fighter:  *nodding and smiling* Right, dorks.



Arpulver:  Ha ha.  They're your clothes, motherfucker.



Artful:  *frowning* Why didn't you tell us about the clothing part?



Fighter:  Cause you interrupted me from explaining further with your stupid desk semantics.  You've got only yourself to blame.



D Marco:  *shaking Fighter's hand* Thank you for your help. *looks at the clocks* We're ahead of schedule. *smiles*



Fighter:  Yeah, well, let's not go sucking each other's dicks yet.  We've still got a slow gas uptake to keep in mind.  Might need this extra time to compensate. *curtly* Pleasure doing business with you, Donnie.  Let's move!



*	*	*



[CUT TO the outside of the studio just as FREEDOM FIGHTER, ARPULVER, and ARTFUL are exiting and heading for the cars.  FIGHTER suddenly tosses his keys to ARTFUL when they reach the two parked cars.]



Fighter:  I'll be driving the tainted car, Adam, you'll be riding with me here.  You, *points at Artful* will follow me in the Civic.  You seem like the daredevil type. *smirks* I hope you can keep up.



Arpulver:  Why do you drive fast?



Fighter:  Cause it's a lot of fun.  I don't think we'll be running into any trouble along the way, so long as no local rangers decide to take a peek inside our vehicles. *turns to Artful* If anything happens to my car, there'll be two bodies that need taking to the infirmary.  Let's go.



[The two groups split up and get into their respective cars.  The two start up at the same time, and both veer it on outta the vicinity.]



*	*	*



[CUT TO the hotel foyer.  Entering it are the 3 intact men, carrying the injured boy.  They set him down on the floor, and the quilt looks like it hasn't soaked up that much blood.  An insulted looking college-aged girl, with a long chestnut braid, V_VOLTAIRE, better known as VAL, stomps her way to them.  Her easygoing features are now obviously stressed.]



Fighter:  If it isn't the lady of the hour!  Val, did I ever tell you you look beautiful before you've had your morning coffee?



Val:  *sarcastic* I'm flattered. *crosses her arms* What've we got here?��Fighter:  Poor kid needs a haulin' to the clinic.



Val:  Right, on it.



[VAL hops onto the counter and pushes a button.]



Val:  Hey, Ami and Nurse Joy, you gals are gonna get a visitor!



[VAL hops back down, stride next to FREEDOM FIGHTER and grins.  In a few moments, two NURSE JOYS come in with a gurney, haul BLACK PHOENIX onto it, and jog to the infirmary.]



Fighter:  Thank you.



Val:  No prob.  It's been trippy boys, but I haven't had breakfast yet.



Fighter:  C'mon Val, be a dear and come with me to see if the boy's gonna make it.



Val:  You're squeamish cause of the blood, aren't you?



Fighter:  *defeated* Yeah.  Now, say "Good night," Val.



Val:  *grins* G'nite Val!



[ARTFUL and ARPULVER curtly nod to FREEDOM FIGHTER and VAL, then split down the hall.  ART and ARP enter the hotel eatery on the main floor.  It's kinda like a nice Denny's place, with big wide windows, booths, tables with chairs, and a counter/buffet with the kitchen behind it.  The boys pass by a booth with a secretive looking MOON GIRL and YOUNG MAN.  Instead, they choose a booth in the middle of the room, probably opposite from the elusive couple they barely glanced at.  They sit themselves down, facing each other.]



Artful:  Poor kid.  Hope he pulls through.



Arpulver:  He'll be okay.  He's not gonna give up without a fight.



Artful:  Yeah.



Arpulver:  Besides, what're the chances that he'll have another gruesome near death experience the following day?



Artful:  That'd be a waste of our effort!



[The two boys laugh at that little joke, and then proceed to order as a waitress passes their way.  They hear the faint sound of:]



Zach:  *yelling* Garcon!  Some more tea for the lady!



[The waitress passes ART and ARP again, and ART has his hand slightly raised in the air to capture her attention.  She breezes past them.]



Artful:  *huffs* Some people can be so rude.



Arpulver:  Speaking of rude, I hope you didn't forget about your little delivery to made.



Artful:  Oh crap!  I almost did!  I'm gonna get it in the car.  It's in the glove compartment.



[ARTFUL gets up from his seat and jogs out of there.  As soon as he's gone, there's the sudden sound of a clatter as someone jumps up on their table.  ARP whips his head around to see what's happening.



CUT TO ZACH standing on top of his table, brandishing the unsheathed Aquasoul.  He's calm, cool and collected.  SERENITY is standing in front of said table.  She holds her Moon Tier out defensively, showing that she's all business.]



Zach:  Alright everybody, be cool!  This is a hostage taking!



Serenity:  None of you move!  Or I'll blow this place to the next three dimensions!



[The reaction is quick as a few vigilantes get up and want to make quick work of the two.]



Zach:  Anyone wanna play hero?  Go ahead, I dare ya to take us and this entire place out.



[That quickly makes the wannabes hesitate and sit back down.]



Serenity:  Everyone!  Wallets, betting slips, and any kinda money holed up in your spaces, out now!  C'mon, cough 'em up!



[The two work fast.  SERENITY and ZACH conjure up bags and are zipping around the place, taking the out held hands full of coinage, paper monies, and various currencies.  They stow the loot away in their bags.  ZACH then approaches ADAM, who's sitting back looking pretty cool.]



Zach:  Okay wise guy, I don't care who you are, judging by that smug look on your face, so give it up.



Arpulver:  I've got nothing on me.



[SERENITY then hops up on a table a ways away, getting an aerial view of her partner handling the resistor.]



Serenity:  He giving you trouble, Zach?



Zach:  No, I think he's not giving us any trouble, right?



[PAN TO THE LEFT, as ARTFUL, with bag in other hand, now has his katana raised high in the air, charged with ki and ready to take out ZACH and SERENITY while they were distracted.  ADAM warns them off.]



Arpulver:  Hold back Mr. Red!  Hold back!



Artful:  *ignoring him* Just put the fucking weapon down, kids!



Zach:  Hey, hey!  That's no way to talk to a lady.  Treat her with some respect, eh?



Serenity:  *frantic* Yeah!  I think you should wash out that shit hole you call a mouth, you son of a bitch!



Artful:  Your lady friend has quite the mouth on her.



Zach:  Yeah, well, I don't change her, she don't change me.  Perfect working relationship. *looks over* You've got a bag... let's see what's in it, eh?



Artful:  I'm afraid I can't do that.



Arpulver:  Toss it here.  I'll open it up for them.



Artful:  Are you fucking crazy?!



Arpulver:  Trust me.



Zach:  You better listen to your friend.



[ZACH has his weapon trained ARPULVER while SERENITY has hers beaded on ARTFUL.  ART makes a soft toss to ARP, and the bag lands with a quiet thud on the table, right in front of ADAM.]



Zach:  Open it up.



[ADAM unzips the bag with one hand and turns it around to ZACH.  His face is bathed in the same golden light, and he's mesmerized just like ART was before.]



Zach:  Is that what I think it is?



[ARPULVER nods "yes."]



Zach:  *smiles* It's beautiful.



[Even though SERENITY has a bird's eye view, she really can't see what's going on cause she's got her bead trained on the trigger ready ARTFUL.  She cranes her neck a little.]



Serenity:  What is it?  What is it?



[ADAM closes the lunch bag shut and zips it up.  He places his hand on top of it, ready to slide it over.  ZACH smiles and makes a hand gesture that it should go his way now.  Quick as lightning, ARP grabs ZACH's hand.  His hand that was hidden under the table surfaces, pointing his .45 right under ZACH's chin.]



Arpulver:  Let's see how practical metal and propulsion do against your sword?



Serenity:  *freaking out* Let him go!  Let him go, dammit, or I'll blow all your heads off!



Arpulver:  Will you please tell her to calm down?



Zach:  *yelling* Calm down Serenity!  Be cool!



Serenity:  But I'm scared!  And I hafta pee!  I wanna go home!



[SERENITY waffles on her perch, unsure of who to point her Tier at, especially with ARTFUL still having his katana aimed for her.]



Arpulver:  Listen, I may not be dressed to the nines with that magic and fancy conjuring shit that you other authors like to have.  I don't believe in that.  But if we all wanna get out of this nice and unscathed, we're all gonna play it cool.  Right?



[ARP jams the gun barrel further into ZACH's chin.]



Zach:  Yeah... we'll play it cool.



Arpulver:  What do you want?



Zach:  *nervously* All we want is the money.  That's all.



Arpulver:  That's it?



[He opens up the bag again, and it starts to glow.  ARTFUL gets a grim look on his face.]



Artful:  What do you think you're doing Mr. Blonde?  You know you can't give him the bag.



Arpulver:  I'm not giving him the bag; I'm just giving him what he wants, that's all.



Artful:  *sarcastic* Gee, you don't think the owner is going to mind this?



Arpulver:  Knowing her, she won't. *to Zach* Reach in, it's all yours.



[ARPULVER slowly lets go of ZACH's hand and takes the gun away from ZACH's chin.  ZACH reaches slowly for the bag and snatches the glowing item inside.  It's the FANFICTION.NET GOLDEN LIGHT BULB that shines in the banner.  The inspiration of all authors and the light of creativity contained within.  The power of imagination contained in that glass bulb.  ZACH carefully handles it as if it were an egg ready to break at any time.  He holds it up for SERENITY to see.]



Serenity:  You're right... it's beautiful.



Arpulver:  You two should be dead by now; but I'm in a transitional period and I'm feeling generous.  Make your own money with this instead of stealing it from others.



Zach:  Why?�

Arpulver:  Cause I have this saying.  You watch Nadesico?  There's a character there, Ruri Hoshino, who says "Baka baka."  She says it out of disdain for being a genius on a ship of fools.  I just thought it was some reprimand for all the idiots out there in the world that I thought I was better than.  But after seeing such potential going to waste... I don't know what it means to me now, but maybe, we're all idiots, the bakas, and I'm no better than any one of you.  So give everyone's shit back, or just leave it here, and go.  You got something valuable out of this, so don't let it go to waste.



[SERENITY lightly hops off the table and strides up to ZACH.  The two stare at ARPULVER, the GLOWING BULB, at each other, and then run out the eatery establishment, leaving their booty behind.



ADAM, still in his seat, calmly looks over to his partner.  ARTFUL walks over and stands by ARP.]



Artful:  You, uh, wanna get out of here?��Arpulver:  Yeah, I think that's a good idea.



[ARPULVER gets up and puts away his .45 while ARTFUL power down his katana and tucks it to his side.  The two walk side by side out the clear eatery doors.  Everyone stares in amazement as they watch the retreating backs of the two badasses in Bermuda shorts and tacky oversized T-shirts leave the eatery.  Then they watch through the doors as they see them walk down the long hallway to the closed elevator doors.  There's an impossibly audible ding as the doors open.  The two get into the elevator, and the patrons watch the doors slide shut on their unlikely heroes.]



THE END







Author's Notes:



Here's a comprehensive linear time line to get you poor and easily confused saps together and up to speed on this movie. ^_^

Day 1

7:00 AM		Al Capello hit job

7:30-9:00 AM	"The Donnie Situation"

past 9 AM		Stopping the robbery at the restaurant

12:00 PM		Fixing the fight

late afternoon	Stop at the Think Tank

evening		"A Date With Destiny"

Day 2

evening		Fight night

Day 3

9:00 - 11:00 AM	Continuance of "Chromus and the Golden Card"



In the restaurant during the date, there is the use of Japanese honourifics.  Sempai is the honourific for an upper classman/older person one admires.  Kouhai is the honourific for a younger classman/the young admirer.  Arigatou is obvious as thank you.



Jack Cabbit Slims is a play on the name of Jack Rabbit Slim's, which is from the original movie.  Of course, rabbit replaced with the cabbit being the type of space cat-rabbit from one of the many Tenchi Muyo! universes.  As for the "Marilyn Munroe" from the restaurant, you'll recognize this lady from Gatekeepers!  She's known as the Fanservice Lady, who's pretty much there for the purpose of having her skirt billow around her during the super cool take off scenes.  "Oh my!"



Puffy Ami Yumi is a popular J-pop group.  They're big in Japan as just Puffy, and they've already got a cult following in Canada.  If anyone has seen the music video for "Boogie Woogie No. 5," it's like a GAP ad on crack.  They did promotional work for the Yamaha Vino, this neat little moped for Egg magazine.  Unfortunately, it's not made for people over 2 meters (more than 6 feet) tall.  The stats I got from Chromus' height was pretty much cutting it, and they're usually one seaters... but I hope I made the necessary modifications for the one used in the movie. ^_^



The cabbie scenes with AshLillymon in Chromus And The Golden Card touches on something that Tarantino did not really pick up on: betrayal.  His main theme is redemption, which is touched upon with the whole Mia Wallace taking the adrenaline shot scene and the magical bullets with Vincent and Jules.  Betrayal was kinda touched upon in "Reservoir Dogs" with the "Who's the rat?" question, but not really focused upon.  The conversation about integrity and doing other people's dirty work was total coincidence before I came up with AshLillymon being an informant during the writing process.  And maybe I'm still bitter over being ratted out for another movie parody. *shrugs* Just keeping up with being human, baby.  That's creativity for you.



The entire skit of The Donnie Situation is more or less a tribute to "Reservoir Dogs" by Quentin Tarantino.  I don't have the heart to really kill anyone, but I've got the gumption to maim.  If anyone recalls in RD, the police informant (played by Tim Roth) is shot in the stomach.  As well, Quentin Tarantino played the part of Jimmie Dimmick in "Pulp Fiction", as well as the part of Mr. Brown in RD.  I had to somehow include the original man with the plan in this parody, and casting him as an over analytical, neurotic, and fringe pop-culture ref spewing oddsmaker is the best move to make. ^_^ "First things fucking last!"  Harvey Keitel is the man.



For off-screen goings on stuff, when Donnie mentioned evaluating Chromus that morning, just before Adam and Artful's arrival, where did he go?  It should have been a quick trip from the studio to the hotel, right?  Right.  Chromus made a stop at the betting booth to convince Ruri Hoshino to pull some strings for him considering the fixed fight.  After getting his pay-off, he went back to the booth to confirm the fix.



What's up with the use of the lunch bag in the place of the mysterious brief case?  Call it the slight inflation of my already small ego, but it was the only thing I could think of to tie together this parody; aside from the fight.  The off screen CHROMUS VS. BLACK PHOENIX fight ties together the last two skits while the lunch bag ties together the first and last skit... and of course, the kiss between Star and Art bind skits 1 and 2.  But why reveal the light bulb at the end?  I don't want to leave the readers wondering what the hell was in there all along, aside from my authorspace.  Also, Samuel L. Jackson commented that when he looked inside the brief case in between scenes during the filming of Pulp Fiction, all he could see was "a light bulb and some batteries."  The source of light had to be pretty plain, but also pretty special – so I choose the FF.Net light bulb because of what it implied; the proverbial light bulb over one's head.



The somewhat excessive use LONG VIEWs of hallways and elevators (when applicable) is kinda my little metaphor for what's going on with all these characters.  Everyone is already set on their path (narrow hall in one direction) by the actions they take, the elevator at the end of the hall determines their outcome.  The hall is their course, and once they get into the lift, the sum of their actions and motives determines whether they go up, or down.  Throughout this, I've done more shots of people arriving on upper floors from the elevators, showing my optimistic point of view on this entire concept.



Thanks for reading, everyone!


